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ARGUMENT. 



Thb Polar Spring^The Boreal Lights and apparition of a doable aun— The 
Booky Isle— The Bears— The mysterious Shadow from the Crater of the 
extinct Volcano— The Bears scent the steps of Man : their movements 
deserihed— Arthur's approach— The Bears emeige fh>m their ooTerfe»— The 
Shadow takes form and lifb— The Demon Dwarf described— His parley 
with Arthur— The King follows the Dwarf into the interior of the yokanic 
rock— The Antediluvian Skeletons— The Troll-Fiends and their tasks- 
Arthur arriyes at the Gave of Lok— The Corpses of the armed Giants— The 
Valkyrs at their loom— The Wars that they weave— The Dwarf addresses 
Arthur— The King's fear— He approaches the sleeping Fiend, and the 
curtains dose around him— Meanwhile Gawaine and the Norwegians have 
tracked Arthur's steps on the snow, and arrive at the Isle— Are attacked 
by the Bears — The noises and eruption horn the Volcano— The re-appear- 
ance of Arthur- The change in him— Freedom, and its characteristics- 
Arthur and his band renew their way along the coast ; ships are seen^ 
How Arthur obtains a bark firom the Rugen Chieftain ; and how Gawaine 
stores it— The Dove now leads homeward— Arthur reaches England; and, 
sailing up a river, enters the Mercian territory— He follows the Dove 
through a forest to the ruins built by the earliest Cimmerians— The 
wisdom and civilisation of the ancestral Druidical races, as compared with 
fheir idolatrous successors at the time of the Roman Conquerors, whose 
remains alone are left to our age— Arthur lies down to rest amidst the 
moonlit ruins— The Dove vanishes^The nameless horror that seiaes the 
King. 
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BOOK X. 

L 

Spbing on the Polar Seas ! — not violet-crown'd 
By dewy Hours, nor to cerulean halls 

Melodious hymn'd, yet Light itself around 
Her stately path, sheds starry coronals. 

Sublime she comes, as when, from Dis set free. 

Came, through the flash of Jove, Persephon^ : 

n. 
She comes — ^that grand Aurora of the North ! 

By steeds of fire her glorious chariot borne. 
From Boreal courts the meteors flaming forth. 

Ope heav'n on heav'n, before the mighiy Mom : 
And round the rebel giants of the^ght 
On Earth's last confines bursts the storm of light. 

JIL 

Wonder and awe ! lo, where against the Sun 
A second Sun ' his lurid front uprears ! 

As if the first-bom lost Hyperion, 

Hurrd down of old, from his Uranian spheres, 

Eose from the hell-rocks on his writhings pilM, 

And glared defiance on his Titan child. 

b2 
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4 ' KING ARTHUR, 

IV. 

Now life, the polar life, returns once more. 
The reindeer roots his mosses from the snows ; 

The whirring sea-gulls shriek along the shore ; 
Thro' oozing rills the cygnet gleaming goes ; 

And, where the ice some happier verdure frees, 

Laugh into light frank-ejed anemones. 

y. 
Out from the seas still solid, frown'd a lone 

Chaos of chasm and precipice and rock. 
There, while the meteors on their revels shone. 

Growling hoarse glee, in many a grauly flock. 
With their huge young, the sea-bears sprawling played 
Near the charred crater some mute Heck made. 

VI. 

Sullen before that cavern's vast repose. 
Like the lorn wrecks of a despairing race 

Chased to their last hold by triumphant foes. 
Darkness and Horror stood! But from the space 

Within the cave, and o'er the ice-ground wan. 

Quivers a Shadow vaguely mocking man. 

vn. 
Like man's the Shadow falls, yet falling loses 

The shape it took, each moment changefully ; 
As when the wind on Runic waves confuses 

The weird boughs toss'd from some prophetic tree. 
Fantastic, goblin-like, and fitful thrown. 
Comes the strange Shadow from the drear Unknown. 
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KING AETHXJB. 5 

vm. 
It is not man's — ^for they, man's savage foes, 

Whose sense ne'er fails them when the scent is blood, 
Sport in the shadow the Unseen One throws. 

Nor hush their young to sniff the human food ; 
But, undisturbed as if their home were there. 
Pass to and fro the light-defying lair. 

n. 
So the bears gamboll'd, so the Shadow play'd. 

When sudden halts the uncouth merriment. 
Now man, in truth, draws near, man's steps invade 

The men-devourers ! — Snorting to the scent, 
Lo, where they stretch dread necks of shaggy snow. 
Grin with white fangs, and greed the blood to flow ! 

X. 

Grotesquely undulating, moves the flock. 
Low grumbling as the grisly ranks divide; 

Some heave their slow bulk peering up the rock. 
Some stand erect, and shift from side to side 

The keen quick ear, the red dilating eye. 

And steam the hard air with a hungry sigh. 

XI. 

At length unquiet and amazed — as rings 

On to their haunt direct, the dauntless stride. 

With the sharp instinct of all savage things 
That doubt a prey by which they are defied, 

They send from each to each a troubled stare ; 

And huddle close, suspicious of the snare. 
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KING A£THUB« 

xn. 
Then a huge leader, with concerted wile, 

Creeps lumbering on, and, to his guidance slow 
The shagged armies move, in cautious file ; 

Till one by one, in ambush for the foe. 
Drops into chasm and deft,— -and vanishing 
With stealthy murther girds the coming King ! 

xm. 
He comes, — ^the Conqueror in the Halls of Time, 

Known by his silver herald in the Doye, 
By his imperial tread^ and front sublime 

With power as tranquil as the lids of Jove,-*- 
All shapes of death the reahns around afford : — 
Trom Fiends God guard him ! — from all else his sword! 

xrv. 
Tor he, with spring the huts of ice had left 

And the small People of the world of snows : 
Their food the seal, their camp, at night, the cleft, 

His bold Norwegians follow where he goes ; 
Now in the rear afar, their chief they miss. 
And grudge the danger which they deem a bliss. 

XV. 

Ere yet the meteors from the morning sky 
Chased large Orion> — in the hour when sleep 

Beflects its ghost-land stillest on the eye. 

Had stoFn the lonely King ; and o'er the deep 

Sought, by the clue the dwarfinen-legends yield. 

And the Dove's wing — the demon-guarded Shield. 
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KINO ABTHUB. 
XVI. 

The Desert of the Desolate is won. 

Still lurks, unseen, the ambush horrible — 
Nought stirs around beneath the twofold sun 

Save that strange Shadow, where before it fell. 
Still falling; — ^varying, quivering to and fro, 
From the black cavern on the glaring snow. 

zvn. 
Slow the devourers rise, and peer around : 

Now crag and cliff move dire with savage life. 
And rolling downward,— all the dismal ground 

Shakes with the roar and bristles with the strife : 
Not unprepared — (when ever are the brave ?) 
Stands the firm King, and bares the diamond glaive 

zvm. 
Distinct thro' all the meteors, streams the brand, 

lightening along the air, the sea, the rock. 
Bright as the arrow in that heavenly hand 

Which slew the Python I Blinded halt the flock, 
And the great roar, but now so rough and high. 
Sinks into terror wailing timidly. 

Yet the fierce instinct and the rabid sting 
Of famine goad again the checFd array ; 

And close and closer in tumultuous ring, 
Beds on the death-mass crushing towards its prey. 

A duU groan teUs where first the falchion sweeps — 

When into shape the cave-bom Shadow leaps ! 
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KINO AETHUB. 

Out from the dark it leapt — ^the awful fonn ! 

Manlike^ but sure not humaa I on its hair 
The ice-barbs bristled : like a coming storm 

The breath smote lifeless every wind in air; 
Dread form deformed, as, ere the birth of Light, 
Some son of Chaos and the Antique Night ! 

XXL 

At once a dwarf and giant — ^trunk and limb 

Knit in gnarled strength as by a monstrous chance. 

Never chimera more grotesque and grim. 

Paled j3Egypfs priesthood with its own romance. 

When, from each dire delirium Fancy knows. 

Some Typhon-type of Powers destroying rose. 

TTTT. 

• At the dread presence, ice a double cold 

Conceived ; the meteors from their dazzling play 
Paused ; and appalled into their azure hold 

Shrunk back with all their banners ; not a ray 
Broke o'er the dead sea and the doleful shore, 
"Winter's steel grasp lock'd the dumb world once more. 

xxm. 
Halted the war — as the wild multitude 

Left the King scatheless, and their leaders slain; 
And round the giant dwarf the baleful brood 

Came with low howls of terror, wrath, and pain. 
As children round their father. They depart. 
But strife remains; Pear and the Human Heart ; 
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KISQ ABTHUB. i 

XZIV. 

For Fear was on the bold ! Then spoke aloud 
The horrent Image. '^ Child of hatafal Day, 

What madness snares thee to the glooms that shroud 
The realms abandoned to my secret sway ? 

Why on mine air &st breathes the human breath ? 

Hath thy far world no fairer path to Death P " 

XXV. 

'' All ways to Death, but one to Glory leads. 
That which alike throf earth, or air, or wave. 

Bears a bold thought to goals in noble deeds,'' 

Said the pale King. " And this, methinks, the cave 

Which hides the Shield that rock'd the sleep of one 

By whom ev'n Fable shows what deeds were done ! 

XXVL 

"I seek the talisman which guards the free. 
And tread where erst the Sire of freemen trod.''* 

" Ho ! " laugh'd the dwarf, " WalhaUa's child was He ! 
Man gluts the fiend when he assumes the god." — 

''No god. Deceiver, tho' man's erring creeds 

Make gods of men when godlike are their deeds ; 

xxvn. 
''And if the Only and Eternal One 

Hath, ere his last illuminate Word Reveal'd, ' 
Left some grand Memory on its airy throne. 

Nor smote the nations when to names they kneel'd — 
It is that each false god was some great truth ! — 
To races Heroes are as Bards to youth !" 
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10 KING AETHUE. 

xxvin. 
Thus spoke the 'King, to whom the Enchanted Lake, 

Where from all sources Wisdom ever springs. 
Had given unknown the subtle powers that wake 

Our intuitions into cloudiest things. 
Won but by those, who, after passionate dreams. 
Taste the sharp herb and dare the solemn streams. 

The Demon heard ; and as a moon that shines, 
Bising behind Arcturus, cold and still 

Cfer Baltic headlands black with rigid pines, — 
So on his knit and ominous brows a chill 

And livid smile, revealed the gloomy night. 

To leave the terror sterner for the light. 

XXX. 

Ihus spoke the Dwarf, *' Thou would^st survive to tell 
Of trophies wrested from the halls of Lok, 

Yet wherefore singly face the hosts of HeU? 
Betum, and lead thy comrades to the rock ; 

Never to one, on earth's less dreadful field. 

The prize of chiefs do War's fierce Valkyrs yield/' 

" War,'' said the King, " is waged on mortal life 
By men with men ; — tkat, dare I with the rest : 

In conflicts awful with no human strife. 
Mightiest methinks, that soul the loneliest ! 

When starry charms from Afrite caves were won. 

No Judah march'd with dauntless Solomon ! " 
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KING ARTHUE, 11 

TTTTT, 

Fell fangs the demon gnash'd, and o'er the crowd 
Wild cumbering round his feet, with hungry stare 

Oreeding the man, his drooping visage bowed ; 
'^ Gro elsewhere, sons — ^jrour prey escapes the snare : 

Yours but the food which flesh to flesh supplies; 

Here not the mortal but the soul defies/' 

UTTTTT . 

Then striding to the cave, he plung'd within ; 

" Follow,'' he cried, and like a prison'd blast 
Along the darkness, the reverberate din, 

Boll'd from the rough sides of the viewless Vast; 
As goblin echoes, thro' the haunted hollow, 
'Twixt groan andlaughter, chim'dhoarse-gibbering '^FoUow ! " 

XXXIV, 

The King recoiling paused irresolute, 

Till thro' the cave the white wing went its way ; 

Then on his breast he sign'd the cross, and mute 
With solemn prayer, he left the world of day. 

Thick stood the night, save where the falchion gave 

Its clear sharp glimmer lengthening down the cave. 

XXXV. 

Advancing; flashes rush'd irregular 

Like subterranean lightning, fork'd and red : 

From warring matter— wandering shot the star 
Of poisonous gases ; and the tortured bed 

Of the' old Volcano show'd, in trailing fires. 

Where the numb'd serpent dragged its mangled spires. 
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li XING ABTHUB. 

XXXVL 

Broader and ruddier on the Dove's pale wings 
Now glowed the lava of the widening spaces ; 

Qrinn'd from the rock the jaws of giant things. 
The lurid skeletons of vanished races. 

They who, perchance ere man himseK had birth, 

Buled the moist sUme of uncompleted earth. 

XXXVIL 

Enormous couchM fang'd Iguanodon,* 
To which the monster-lizard of the Nile 

Were prey too small, — whose dismal haunts were on 
The swamps where now such golden harvests smile 

As had sufficed those myriad hosts to feed 

When all the Orient marchM behind the Mede. 

yTX VITT , 

There the foul, earliest reptile spectra lay. 
Distinct as when the chaos was their home; 

Half plant, half serpent, some subside away 
Into gnarrd roots (now stone) — ^more hideous some. 

Half bird — ^half fish — seem struggling yet to spring. 

Shark-like the maw, and dragon-like the wing. 

XXXIX* 

But, life-like more, from later layers emerge 
With their fell tusks deep-stricken in the stone, 

Herds,* that thro' all the thunders of the surge. 
Had to the Ark which swept relentless on 

(Denied to them) — ^kneU'd the despairing roar 

Of sentenced races time shall know no more. 
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KING AETHUE. 18 

XL. 

Under the limbs of mammoths went the path. 
Or thro' the arch immense of Dragon jaws, 

And ever on the King — ^in watchful wrath 
Gazed the attendant Fiend, with artful pause 

Where dread was dreadliest; had the mortal one 

Paltered or quailM, the Rend his prey had won, 

XLI. 

And rent it limb by limb ; but on the Dove 

Arthur looked steadfast, and the Tiend was foilM. 

Now, as along the skeleton world they move. 

Strange noises jar, and flit strange shadows. Toil'd 

The Troll's ' swart people, in their inmost home 

At work on ruin for the days to come. 

TT.TT. 

A baleful race, whose anvils forge the flash 

Of iron murder for the limbs of war ; 
Who ripen hostile embryos, for the crash 

Of earthquakes rolling slow to towers afar; 
Or train from Hecla's fount the lurid rills. 
To cities sleeping under shepherd hills ; 

ZLHL 

Or nurse the seeds, thro' patient ages rife 
With the full harvest of that crowning fire. 

When for the sentenced Three, — ^Time, Death, and Life 
Our globe itself shall be the funeral pyre; 

And, awed in orbs remote some race unknown 

Shall miss one star, whose smile had lit their own I 
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14 KING ABTHUU. 

xuv. 
Thro' the PhlegMwui glare, innumerous eyes, 

Pierce with the murther-lust, scowl ravening. 
And forms on which had never looked the skies 

Stalk near and nearer, swooping ronnd the King, 
Till from the blazing sword the foul array 
Shrink back, and wolf-like follow on the way. 

XLV. 

Now thro' waste mines of iron, whose black peaks 
Frown o'er dull Phlegethons of fire below. 

While, vague as worlds unform'd, sulphureous reeks 
Boll on before them huge and dun, — they go. 

Abrupt the vapours vanish, and the light 

Bursts like a flood and rushes o'er the night. 

XLVI. 

A mighty cirque with lustre belts the mine ; 

Its walls of iron glittering into steel; 
Wall upon wall reflected flings the shine 

Of armour ! Vizorless the Corpses kneel. 
Their glazed eyes fix'd upon a couch where, screened 
With whispering curtains, sleeps the Kingly Kend : 

xLvn. 
Corpses of giants, who perchance had heard 

The tromps of Tubal, and had leapt to strife. 
Whose guilt provoked the Deluge : sepulchred 

In their world's ruins, still a frown like life 
Hung o'er vast brows, — ^and spears like turrets shone 
In hands whose grasp had crush'd the Mastodon. 
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KINO A&THUR. 15 

xcvm. 
Aronnd the couch^ a silent solemn ring^ 

They whom the Teuton call the Valkyrs sate. 
Shot thro' pale webs their spindles glistening ; 

Dread tissues woven out of human hate 
For heavenly ends ! — ^for there is spun the woe 
Of every war that ever earth shall know. ' 

XLDL 

Below their feet a bottomless pit of gore 

Yawn'd, where each web, when once the woof was done. 
Was scomftd cast. Yet rising evermore 

Out of the surface, wander'd airy on 
(TiU lost in upper space) pale winged seeds. 
The future heaven-fruit of the hell-bom deeds ; 

L. 

Tor out of every evil bom of time, 

God shapes a good for his eternity. 
Lo where the spindles, weaving crime on crime, 

Form the world-work of Charlemains to be; — 
How in that hall of iron lengthen forth 
The fates that ruin, to rebuild, the North ! 

LI. 

Here, one stem Sister smilii^ on the King, 

Hurries the thread that twines his Nation's doom. 

And, farther down, the whirring spindles sing 
Around the woof which from his Baltic home 

Shall charm the avenging Norman, to control 

The shattered races into one calm whole. 
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16 SING ABTHUB. 

T.TT. 

Abeady here, the hueless lines along, 
Grows the red creed of the Arabian horde ; 

Already here, the arm'd Chivalric Wrong 

Which made the cross the symbol of the sword. 

Which thy worst idol, Eome, to Judah gave. 

And worshipped Mars upon the Saviour's grave ! 

Lm. 
Already the wild Tartar in his tents. 

Dreamless of thrones — ^and the fierce Visigoth* 
Who on Colombia's golden armaments 

Shall loose the hell-hounds, — ^nurse the ^e-long growth 
Of Desolation — as the noiseless skein 
CSlasps in its web, thy far descendants, Cain ! 

LIV. 

Already, in the hearts of sires remote 

In their rude Isle, the spell ordains the germ 

Of what shall be a Name of wonder, wrought 
From that fell feast which Glory gives the worm. 

When Eome's dark bird shall shade with thunder wings 

Cahn brows that brood the doom of breathless kings ! * 

LV. 

Already, tho' the sad unheeded eyes 

Of Bards alone foresee, and none believe. 

The lightning, hoarded from the fsirthest skies. 
Into the mesh the race-destroyers weave. 

When o'er our marts shall graze a stranger's fold. 

And the new Tarshish rot, as rots the old. 
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KING AB.THUE. 17 

LVI. 

Tea, ever there, each spectre hand the birth 

Weaves of a war — ^until the angeLblast 
(PealM from the jjromp that knells the doom of earth) 

Shall start the livid legions from their last ; 
And man, with arm uplifted still to slay, 
Eed on some Alp that rolls in smoke away ! 

Lvn. 
Kerce glared the dwarf upon the silent King, 

^' There is the prize thy visions would achieve ! 
There, where the hush'd inexorable ring 

Murder the myriads in the webs they weave. 
Behind the curtains of Incarnate War, 
Whose lightest tremour topples thrones afar, — 

LVIIL 

" Which ev'n the Valkyrs with their bloodless hands 
Dare never draw aside, — go, seek the Shield I 

Tet be what follows known ! — ^yon kneeling bands 
Whose camps were Andes, and whose battle-field 

Left plains, now empires, rolling seas of gore. 

Shall hear the clang and leap to life once more. 

LIX. 

'^Eoused from their task, revengeful shall arise 
The never baffled ' Choosers of the Slain,^ 

The Piend thy hand shall wake, unclose the eyes 
That flashM on heavenly hosts their storms again. 

And thy soul wither in the mighty frown 

Before whose night an earlier sun sunk down. 

VOL.IIL 
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18 KINO ABTHUIL. 

LX. 

"The rocks shall close all path for flight save one, 
Where now the Troll-fiends wait to rend their prey. 

And each malign and monster skeleton, 
Ee-clothed with life as in the giant day 

When yonder seas were valleys — scent thy gore 

And grin with fangs that gnash for food once more, 

T.TT. 

'^ Ho, dost thou shudder, pale one ? Back and live/' 
Thrice strove the King for speech, and thrice in vain, 

For he was man, and till our souls survive 
The instincts bom of flesh, shall Horror reign 

In that Unknown beyond the realms of Sense, 

Wtere the soul's 'darkness seems the man's defence. 

T.TTT. 

Tet as when thro' uncertain troublous cloud 
Breaks the sweet morning star, and from its home 

Smiles lofty peace, so thro' the phantom crowd 
Of fears — ^the Eos of the world to come, 

Faith, look'd — revealing how earth-nourish'd are 

The clouds ; and how beyond their reach the star ! 

Lxm. 
Mute on his knee, amidst the kneeling dead 

He sank — the dead the dreaming fiend revered. 
And he, the living, God ! Then terror fled. 

And all the king illumed the firont he rear'd. 
Firm to the couch on which the fiend reposed 
He strode ; — the curtains, murmuring, round him closed. 
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LXIV. 

Now while this chanced, without the tortured rock 
Eaged fierce the war between the rival might 

Of beast and man ; the dwarf king's ravenous flock 
And Norway's warriors led by Cymri's knight. 

For by the foot-prints thro' the snows explored. 

On to the rock the bands had tracked their lord. 

LXV. 

Eepell'd, not conquered, back to crag and cave, 
Sullen and watchful still, the monsters go ; 

And solitude resettles on the wave. 
But silence not; around, aloft, alow 

Eoar the couch'd beasts, and answering from the main. 

Shrieks the shrill gull and booms the dismal crane. 

LXVI. 

And now the rock itself from every tomb 
Of its dead world within, sends voices forth. 

Sounds direr far, than in its rayless gloom 
Crash on the midnight of the farthest North. 

From beasts our world hath lost, the strident yell. 

The shout of giants and the laugh of hell. 

liXm. 
Eeels all the isle ; and every ragged steep 

Hurls down an avalanche; — all the crater-cave 
Glows into swarthy red, and fire-showers leap 
From rended summits, hissing to the wave 
Thro' its hard ice ; or in huge crags, wide-sounding 
Spring where they crash — on rushing and rebounding. 

o2 
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20 KINO ABTHUE. 

LXVnL 

Dizzy and blind, the staggering Northmen fell 
On earth that rocks beneath them like a bark ; 

Loud and more loud the tumult swells with all 
The Acheron of the discord. Swift and dark 

From every cleft the smoke-clouds burst their way. 

Bush thro' the void, and sweep from heaven the day. 

LUX, 
Smitten beneath the pestilential blast 

And the great terror, senseless lay the band. 
Till the arrested life, with throes at last, 

Gasp'd back : and holy over sea and land 
Silence and light reposed. They looked above. 
And calm in calmed air beheld the Dove I 

T.-gT. 

And o^er their prostrate lord was poised the wing ; 

And when they rush'd and reached him, shouting joy. 
There came no answer from the corpselike King; 

And when his true knight raised him, heavily 
DroopM his pale front upon the faithful breast. 
And the closed lids seemed leaden in their rest. 

And all his mail was dinted, hewn, and crushM, 
- And the bright falchion dim with foul dark gore ; 
And the strong pulse of the strong hand was hushed ; 

Like a spent storm, that might, which seemed before 
Charged with the bolts of Jove, now from the sky 
Drew breath more feeble than an infant's sigh. 
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And there was solemn change on that fair fac^ 
Nor, whatsoever the fear or scorn had been, 

Did the past passion leave its haggard trace ; 
But on the rigid beauty awe was seen. 

As one who on the Gorgon's asj)ect fell, 

Had gazed, and freezing, yet survived the spell ! 

Not by the chasm in which he left the day. 
But thro' a new-made gorge the fires had cleft. 

As if with fires, themselves, were forced the way. 
Had rush'd the King ; — and sense and sinew left 

The form that struggled till the strife was o'er; 

So faints the swimmer when he gains the shore. 

Lxxrv. 
But on his arm was clasp'd the wondrous prize, [smoke, 

Dimmed, tamish'd, grimed, and black with gore and 
Still the pure metal, thro' each foul disguise. 

Like starlight scattered on dark waters, broke ; 
Thro' gore, thro' smoke it shone — ^the silver Shield, 
Clear as dawns Freedom from her battle-field ! 

LXXV. 

Days follow'd days, ere from that speechless trance 
(Borne to green inlets isled amid the snows 

Where led the Dove), the King's reviving glancte 
Look'd languid round on watchful, joyful brows; 

EVn while he slept, new flowers the earth had given. 

And on his heart brooded the bird of heaven ! 
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LXXYI* 

But ne'er as voice and strength and sense return^. 
To his good knight the strife that won the Shield 

Did Arthur tell ; deep in his soul inumM 
(As in the grave its secret) nor revealM 

To mortal ear — that mystery which for ever 

Flowed thro' his thought, as thro' the cave a river; 

Lxzvn. 
Whether to Love, how true soe'er its faith. 

Whether to Wisdom, whatsoe'er its skill. 
Till his last hour the struggle and the scathe 

Eemain'd unutter'd and unutterable ; 
But aye, in solitude, in crowds, in strife. 
In joy, that memory lived within his life : 

Lzxvni. 
It made not sadness, tho' the calm grave smile 
' Never regain'd the flash that youth had given, — 
But as some shadow from a sacred pile 

Darkens the earth from shrines that speak of heaven. 
That gloom the grandeur of religion wore. 
And seem'd to hallow all it rested o'er. 

Such Freedom is, Slave, that would be free ! 

Never her real struggles into life 
Hath History told ! As it hath been shall be 

The Apocalypse of Nations ; nursed in strife 
Not with the present, nor with living foes. 
But where the centuries shroud their long repose. 
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LZZZ. 

Out from the graves of earth's primeBval bones. 
The shield of empire, patient Force must win : 

What made the Briton free? not crashing thrones 
Nor parchment laws. The charter must begin 

In Scythian tents, the steel of Nomad spears ; 

To date the freedom, count three thousand years ! 

Neither is Freedom mirth ! Be free, slave. 
And dance no more beneath the lazy palm. 

Preedom^s mild brow with noble care is grave. 
Her bliss is solemn as her strength is calm ; 

And thought mature each childlike sport debars 

The forms erect whose look is on the stars. 

Now as the King revived, along the seas 

Flowed back, enlarged to life, the lapsing waters, 

Kissed from their slumber by the loving breeze, 

Glide, in light dance, the Ocean's silver daughters — 

And blithe and hopeful, o'er the sunny strands. 

Listing the long-lost billow, rove the bands. 

TiTXXML 

At length, sight of joy ! — ^the gleam of sails 
Bursts on the solitude I more near and near 

Come the white playmates of the buxom gales. — 
The whistling cords, the sounds of man, they hear. 

Shout answers shout ; — light sparkles round the oar — 

And from the barks the boat skims on to shore^ 
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T.TTTTV - 

It was a race from Eugenes friendly soil. 

Leagued by old ties with Cymri's land and king. 

Who, with the spring time, to their wonted spoil 
Of seals and furs had spread the canvas wing 

To bournes their fathers never yet had known; — 

And found amazed, hearts bolder than their own. 

LXXXV. 

Soon to the barks the Cymrians and their bands 
Are borne : Bright-hair'd, above the gazing crews. 

Lone on the loftiest deck, the leader stands. 

To whom the King (his rank made known) renews 

All that his tale of mortal hope and fear 

Vouchsafes from truth to thrill a mortal^s ear; 

LXXXVL 

And from the barks whose sails the chief obey. 

Craves one to waft where yet the fates may guide.— 

With rugged wonder in his large survey. 
That calm grand brow the son of JEgir® eyed. 

And seem'd in awe, as of a god, to scan 

Him who so moved his homage, yet was man. 

LXXXYn. 

Smoothing his voice, rough with accustom^ swell 
Above the storms, and the wild roar of war, 

The Northman answered, '^ Skalds in winter tell 
Of the dire dwarf who guards the Shield of Thor, 

For one whose race, with Odin^s blent, shall be. 

Lords of the only realm which suits the Pree, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KING ABTHUB. 25 

LXZXVUT. 

'^ Ocean ! — I greet thee, and this strong right hand 
Place in thine own to pledge myself thy man. 

Choose as thou wilt for thee and for thy band. 
Amongst the sea-steeds in the stalls of Ean. 

Need'st thou our anns agamst the Saxon foe ? 

Our flag shall fly where'er thy trumpets blow ! '^ 

" Men to be free must free themselves,^' the King 
Eeplied, proud-smiling. ''Every father-land 

Spurns from its breast the recreant sons that cling 
For hope, to standards winds not their's have fanned. 

Thankful thro' thee our foe we reach ; — and then 

Cymri hath steel eno' for Cymrian men ! " 

While these converse, Sir Gawaine, with his hound. 
Lured by a fragrant and delightsome smell 

Ibrom roasts — ^not meant for Freya, — makes his round, 
Shakes hands with all, and hopes their wives are well. 

From spit to spit with easy grace he walks. 

And chines astounded vanish while he talks. 

xci. 
At earliest morn the bark to bear the Kjng, 

His sage discernment delicately stores, 
Eejects the blubber and disdains the ling 

Por hams of rein-deers and for heads of boars, ^ 
Connives at seal, to satisfy his men. 
But childless leaves each loud-lamenting hen. 
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zcn. 
And now the bark the Cymrian prince ascends. 

The large oars chiming to the channting crew, 
(His leal Norwegian band) the new-fonnd friends 

From brazen trumpets blare their loud adieu. 
Forth bounds the ship, and (Jawaine, while it quickens. 
The wind propitiates — ^with three virgin chickens. 

XdlL 

Led by the Dove, more brightly day by day. 

The vernal azure deepens in the sky ; 
Far from the Polar threshold smiles the way — 

And lo, white Albion shinuners pn the eye. 
Nurse of all nations, who to breasts severe 
Takes the rude children, the calm men to rear. 

xciv. 
Doubt and amaze with joy perplex the Kiug, 

Not yet the task achieved, the mission done. 
Why homeward steers the angel pilot's wing ? 

Of the three labours rests the crowning one; 
Unreached the Iron Gates — Death's sullen hold — 
Where waits the Child-guide with the locks of gold. 

xov. 
Tet still the Dove cleaves homeward thro' the air ; 

Glides o'er the entrance of an inland stream ; 
And rests at last on bowers of foliage, where 

Thick forests close their ramparts on the beam ; 
And clasp with dipping boughs a grassy creek. 
Whose marge slopes level with the brazen beak. 
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XOYl. 

Around liis neck the shield the Adventurer slung ; 

And girt the enchanted sword. Then, kneeling, said 
The young Ulysses of the golden tongue, 

^'Not now to phantom foes the dove hath led; 
Por, if I err not, this a Mercian haven. 
And from the dove peeps forth at last the raven ! 

xovn. 
" Not lone, nor reckless, in these glooms profound. 

Tempt the sure ambush of some Saxon host; 
If out of sight, at least in reach of sound. 

Let our stout Northmen foUow up the coast ; 
Then if thou wilt, from each suspicious tree 
Shake laurels down, but share thein. Sire, with me ! *' 

xcvnL 
'^ Nay,^' answered Arthur, '^ ever, as before. 

Alone the Pilgrim to his bourne must go ; 
But range the men concealed along the shore ; 

Set watch, from these green turrets, for the foe; 
Moored to the marge where broadest hangs the bough. 
Hide from the sun the glitter of the prow ; — 

XCIX. 

And so farewell ! '^ He said ; to land he leapt ; 

And with duU murmur from its verdant waves. 
O'er his high crest the billowy forest swept. 

As towards some fitful light the swimmer cleaves 
His stalwart way, — so thro' the woven shades 
Where the pale wing now glimmers and now fades. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



28 SmQ ABTHUB. 

a 
With strong hand parting the tough branches, goes 

Hour after hour the King; till light at last 
From skies long hid, in ambient silver flows 

Thro' opening glades, — the length of gloom is past. 
And the dark pines receding, stand around 
A silent hill with antique ruins crown'd. 

OL 

Day had long closed ; and from the mournful deeps 
Of old volcanoes spent, the livid moon 

Which thro' the life of planets lifeless creeps 
Her ghostly way, deaf to the choral tune 

Of spheres rejoicing, on those ruins old 

Look'd down, herself a ruin, — ^hush'd and cold. 

OIL 

Mutely the granite wrecks the King surveyed. 
And knew the work of hands Cimmerian, 

What time in starry robes, and awe, arra/d. 
Grey Druids spoke the oracles of man — 

Solving high riddles to Chaldean Mage, 

Or the young wonder of the Samian Sage. 

cm. 
A date remounting far beyond the day 

When Eoman legions met the scythed cars. 
When purer founts sublime had lapsed away 

Thro' the deep rents of unrecorded wars. 
And bloodstained altars cursed the mountain sod,' 
Where the first faith had hail'd the Only God. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KING AETHUE, 29 

crv. 
For all now left us of the parent Celt, 

Is of that later and corrupter time, — 
Not in rude domeless fanes those Fathers knelt. 

Who lured the Brahman from his burning clime. 
Who charmM lost science from each lone abyss. 
And winged the shaft of Scythian Abaris.**^ 

or. 
Tea, the grand sires of our primaeval race 

Saw angel tracks the earlier earth upon. 
And as a rising sun, the morning face 

Of Truth more near the flushM horizon shone ; 
Filling ev^n clouds with many a golden light. 
Lost when the orb is at the noonday height. 

CYI, 

Thro^ the large ruins (now no more), the last 
Perchance on earth of those diviner sires. 

With noiseless step the lone descendant past; 
Not there were seen BIl-huan's amber pyres; 

No circling shafts with barbarous fragments strewn. 

Spoke creeds of carnage to the spectral moon. 

crvn. 
But Art, vast, simple, and sublime, was there 

Ev^n in its mournful wrecks, — such Art foregone 
As the first Builders, when their grand despair 

Left Shinar's tower and city half undone. 
Taught where they wander'd o^er the newborn world. — 
Column, and vault, and roof, in ruin hurlM, 
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cvnL 
Still spoke of hands that founded Babylon ! 

So in the wrecks, the Lord of young Romance 
By fallen pillars laid him musing down. 

More large and large the moving shades advance, 
Blending in one dim silence sad and wan 
The past, the present, ruin and the man. 

cix. 
Now, o^er his lids life's gentlest influence stole. 

Life's gentlest influence yet the likest death ! 
That nightly proof how little needs the soul 

Light from the sense, or being from the breath, 
"When all life knows a life unknown supplies. 
And airy worlds around a Spirit rise. 

ex.- 

still thro' the hazy mists of stealing sleep. 
His eyes explore the watchful guardian's wing. 

There, where it broods upon the moss-grown heap. 
With plumes that all the stars are silvering. 

Slow close the lids — ^reopening with a start 

As shoots a nameless terror tluro' his heart. 

CXL 

That strange wild awe which haunted Childhood thrills, 
.When waking at the dead of Dark, alone; 

A sense of sudden solitude which chills 

The blood ; — a shrinking as from shapes unknown ; 

An instinct both of some protection fled. 

And of the coming of some ghastly dread. 
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oxn. 
He looked, and lo, the Dove was seen no more, 

Lone lay the lifeless wrecks beneath the moon, 
And the one loss gave aU that seemed before 

Desolate, — ^twofold desolation ! 
How slight a thing, whose love our trust has been. 
Alters the world, when it no more is seen ! 

oxm. 
He strove to speak, but voice was gone from him. 

As in that loss, new might the terror took, 
His veins congealed ; and, interfused and dim. 

Shadow and moonlight swam before his look ; 
Sristled his hair; and aU the strong dismay 
Seized as an eagle when it grasps its prey. 

cxrv. 
Senses and soul confused, and jarr'd, and blent. 

Lay crushM beneath the intolerable Power ; 
Then over all, one flash, in lightning, rent 

The veil between the Immortal and the Hour ; 
Life heard the voice of unembodied breath. 
And Sleep stood trembling face to face with Death. 
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NOTES TO BOOK X 



l^Page 3, Staxusa ilL 
A second Sun hit hirid front vpreartf 

The apparition of two or more suns in the polar firmament is 
well known. Mr. Ellis saw six — they are most brilliant at day-break — 
and though diminished in splendomv are still Tisible even after the 
appearance of the real sun. 

2.— Page 9, Stanza zzvi. 

And tread where erst the Sire of freemen trod,"* 

Thob's yisit to the realms of Hela and Lok forms a prominent inci- 
dent in the romance of Scandinavian mythology. 

8.— Page 12, Stanza zzxvii. 
Enorm<m8 couch* dfan^d Iguanodon, 

Db. Mantbll, in his "Wonders of Geology/' computes the length 
of the Iguanodon (formerly an inhabitant of the Wealds of Sussex) at 
100 feet 

4.— Page 12, Stanza zxriz. 

Herds f (hat thro* aU (he thimders of the surge. 

The Deinotherium — ^supposed to have been a colossal species of 
hippopotamus. 

6.— Page 13, Stanza zli. 
The TroWs swart people^ in their inmost home 

In Scandinavian mythology, the evil spirits are generally called 
Trolls (or Trolds). The name is here applied to the malignant race of 
Dwarfs, whose homes were in the earthy and who could not endure 
the sun.' 
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6.>-Page le, Stanza llii. 
Dreamless of tkrone^-^and ike fierce Visigoth 
Visigoth, poetick for the Spanish Ravagers of Mexico and Peru. 

7.-Pageie,SUiizaUv. 
Cailm brows that brood the doom of breathless kings/ 
Napoleon. 

$.— Page 84, Stanjca Ixxxvl. 
!l%at calm grand brow the son ofuEgir eyed, 
^gir, the God of the Ocean, the Scandinavian Keptune. 

9.'Page 2^ Stanza ciilt 
And bloodstained dUars cu/rsed the mountain sod 

The testimony to be fbund in classical writers as to the original 
purity of the Druid worship, before it was oorrupted into the idolatry 
which existed in Britain at the time of the Roman conquest, is strongly 
corroborated by the Welch triads. These triads, indeed, are of various 
dates, but some bear the mark of a very remote antiquity — ^whoUy dis- 
tinct alike from the philosophy of the Romans, and the mode of thought 
prevalent in the earlier ages of the Christian era ; in short, anterior to 
all the recorded conquests over the Cymrian people. These, like 
proverbs, appear the wrecks and fragments of some primaeval ethics, or 
philosophical religion. Nor are such remarkable alone for the purity 
of the notions they inculcate relative to the Deity; they have often, 
upon matters less spiritual, the delicate observation, as well as the 
profound thought^ of reflective wisdom. It is easy to see in them how 
identified was the Bard with the Sage — ^that rare imion which produces 
the highest kind of human knowledge. Such, perhaps, are the relics of 
that sublimer learning which, ages before the sacrifice of victims in 
wicker-idols, won for the Druids the admiration of the cautious 
Aristotle, tia ranking among the true enlighteners of men — such the 
teachers who (we may suppose to have) instructed the mystical Pytha- 
goras; and furnished new themes for meditation to the musing 
Brahman. Nor were the Druids of Britain inferior to those with whom 
the Sages of the western and eastern world came more in contact On 
the contrary, even to the time of Caasar, the Druids of Britain excelled 
VOL.111. D 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



84 • NOTES to 3B00K X» 

in science and repute those in Qaul; and to thidir schools the Neophytes 
of the Continent were senti 

In the Stanzas that follow the description of the more primitiye 
Cymrians, it is assumed that the rude Druid remains now existent (as 
at Stonehenge, Sec), are coeval only with the later and corrupted state 
of a people degenerated to idol worship, and that the Cymrians pre- 
viously possessed an architecture, of which no trace now remains, more 
suited to their early civilisation. If it be true that they worshipped the 
Deity only in his own works, and that it was not until what had been a 
symbol passed into an idol, that they deserted the mountain top and 
the forest for the temple> they would certainly have wanted the main 
inducement to permanent and lofty architecture. Still it may be 
allowed, at least to a poet, to suppose that men so sensible as the 
primitive Saronides, would have held their schools and colleges in 
places more adapted to a northern climate than theb favourite oak 
groves. 

lO.-^oge 29^ Sttmfea eif . 

And vfing^d the shaft of Scythitm Ahari9, 

The arrow of Abaris (which bore him where he pleased) is supposed 
by some to have been the loadstone. And Abaris himself has been, 
by some ingenious speculators, identified with a Druid philosopher. 
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ARGUMENT. 



Thb Siege of Cardael— The Saxon foioes— Stanzas relatire to Lndorlck the 
Vandal, in explanation of the &ilnre of his promised aid, and in deserip- 
tlon of the eyents in Vandal-land— The preparations of the Saxon host for 
the final assault on the City, under cover of the approaching night— The 
state of Cardael— Discord— Despondence— Famine— The apparent impossi- 
bility to resist the coming Enemy— Dialogue between Caradoc and Merlin 
— Caradoc hears his sentence, and is resigned— He takes his harp and 
descends into the town— The Progress of Song; in its effects upon the 
multitude— Garadoc's address to the people he has roused, and the rush to 
fhe Council Hall— Meanwhile the Saxons reach the walls— The burst of 
the Cymrians— The Saxons retire into the plafai between the Gamp and the 
City, and there take their stand— The battle described— The single combat 
between Lancelot and Harold— Crida leads on his reserve ; the Gymrians 
take alarm and waver— The prediction invented by the noble devotion of 
Caradoc— His fate— The enthusiasm of the Gymrians and the retreat of the 
enemy to their Gamp— The first entrance of a Happy Soul into Heaven— 
The Ghost that appears to Arthur, and leads him through the Cimmerian 
tomb to the Realm of Death— The sense of time and space are annihilated 
— ^Death, the Phantasmal Everywhere— Its brevity and nothingness— The 
condition of soul is life, whether here or hereafter— Fate and Mature iden- 
tical—Arthur accosted by his Guardian Angel— After the address of that 
Angel (which represents what we call Conscience), Arthur loses his former 
fear both of the realm and the Phantom— He addresses the Ghost, which 
vanishes without reply to his question— The last boon— The destined 
Soother— Arthur recovering, as from a trance, sees the Maiden of the 
Tomb— Her description— The Dove is beheld no more— Strange resem- 
blance between the Maiden and the Dove — Arthur is led to his ship, and 
sails at once for Carduel — He arrives on the Cymrian territory, and lands 
with Gawaine and the Maiden, near Carduel, amidst the ruins, of a hamlet 
devastated by the Saxons — He seeks a Convent, of which only one tower, 
built by the Romans, remains— From the hill top he surveys the walls of 
Carduel and the Saxon encampment— The appearance of the holy Abbess, 
Who recognises the King, and conducts him and his companions to the 
subterranean grottos built by the Romans for a summer retreat— He leaves 
the Maiden to the care of the Abbess, and concerts with Gawaine the 
scheme for attack on the Saxons— The Virgin is conducted to the cell of the 
Abbess— Her thoughts and recollections, which explain her history— Her 
resolution— She attempts to escape— Meets the Abbess, who hangs the 
Cross round her neck, and blesses he]>-She departs to the Saxon Camp 
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King Ceida^s hosts are storming Carduel ! 

From vale to mount one world of armour shines, 
Bound castled piles for which the forest fell. 

Spreads the white war-town of the Teuton lines ; 
To countless clarions countless standards swell; 
King Crida's hosts are storming Carduel ! 

n. 
There, all its floods the Saxouv deluge pours; 

All the fierce tribes ; from those whose fathers first 
With their red seaxes from the southward shores 

Carved realms for.Hengist, — ^to the bands that burst 
Along the Humber, on the idle wall 
Eome bmlt for manhood rotted by her thrall. 

m. 
There, wild aUies from many a kindred race. 

In Cymrian lands hail Teuton thrones to be : 
Dark Jutland wails her absent populace, — 

And large-limVd sons, his waves no more shall see. 
Leave Danube desolate I afar they roam 
Where halts the Kaven there to find a home ! 
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IV. 

But wherefore fail the Vandal's promised bands ? 

Well said the Greek, 'not till his latest hour 
Deem man secure from Fortune ; ' in our hands 

We clutch the sunbeam when we grasp at power; — 
No strength detains the unsubstantial prize. 
The light escapes us as the moment flies. 

V. 

And monarchs envied Ludovick the Great ! 

And Wisdom's seers his wiles did wisdom call. 
And Force stood sentry at his castle gate ; 

And Mammon soothed the murmurers in the hall ; 
For Freedom's forms disguised the despot's thought^-r*- 
He ruled by synods — and the synods bought ! 

Tet empires rest not or on gold or st«el ; 

The old in habit strike the gnarled root ; 
But vigorous faith — ^the young fresh sap of ^eal. 

Must make the life-blood of the planted shoot^^ 
And new-bom states, like new religions, need 
Not the dull code, but the impassion'd creed. 

vn. 
Give but a cause, a child may be a chief ! 

What cause to hosts can Ludovick supply ? 
Swift flies the Element of Power, Beli^, 

From all foundations hollow'd to a lie. 
One mom, a riot in the streets arose. 
And left the Vandal crownless at the close. 
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vni. 
4. plump of spears the riot could have crushM ! 

"Defend the throne, my spearmen ! '' cried the king. 
The spearmen arm'd, and forth the spearmen rushed, 

When woe ! they took to reason on the thing ! 
And then conviction smote them on the spot. 
That for that throne they did not care a jot 

IX. 

With scuff and scum, with urchins loosed from school. 
Thieves, gleemen, jugglers, beggars, swelFd the riot; 

While, like the gods of Epicurus, cool 

On crowd, and crown— the spearmen look'd in quiet, 

Till, all its heads that Hydra called ' The Many,' 

StretchM hissing forth, without a stroke at any. 

At first Agtutio, wrong but very wise. 
Disdained the Hydra as a fabled creature. 

The vague invention of a Poet's lies. 

Unknown to Pliny and the laws, of Nature— 

Nor till the fact was past philosopldsing, 

Saith he, '^ That's Hydra, there is no disguising ! 

XX. 

"A Hydra, Sire, a Hercules demands. 

So if not Hercules, assume his vizard." 
The advice is good— the Vandal wrings his hands. 

Kicks out the Sage-^and rushes to a wizard. 
The wizard waves his wand — disarms the sentry 
And (wondrous man) enchants the mob — with entry. 
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ZIL 

Thus feD, tho* no man touched him, Ludovick, 
Tripp'd by the slide of his own slippery feet. 

The crown cajoled from Fortune by a trick, 
Fortune, in turn, outcheated from the cheat ; 

Clapp'd her sly cap the glittering bauble on. 

Cried '^ Presto ! ^' — raised it— :and the gaud was gone. 

TTIT. 

Ev'n at the last, to self and nature true. 
No royal heart the breath of danger woke ; 

To mean disguise habitual instinct flew, 

And the king vanished in a craftsman^s cloak. 

"While his brave princes scampering for their lives, 

Eelictis fiarmuli& — ^forgot their wives ! 

xtv. 
King Mob succeeding to the vacant throne. 

Chose for his ministers some wild Chaldeans, — 
Who told the sun to close the day at noon, 

Nor sweat to death his betters the plebeians : 
And bade the earth, unvex'd by plough and spade. 
Bring forth its wheat in quarterns ready made. 

XV. 

The sun refused the astronomic fiat; 

The earth declined to bake the com it grew ; 
King Mob then ordered that a second riot 

Should teach Creation what it had to do. 
" The sun shines on, the earth demands the tillage, 
Down Time and Nature, and hurrah for pillage ! '' 
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XVI. 

Then rise en masse the burghers of the town ; 

Each patriot breast the fires of Brutus fill ; 
Gentle as lambs when riot reached the crown, 

They raged like lions when it touchM the till. 
RushM all who boasted of a shop to rob, 
And stout King Money soon dethroned King Mob» 

XVII. 

This done, much scandalised to note the fact. 
That o^er the short tyrannic rise the tall. 

The middle-sized a penal law enact 

That henceforth height must be the same in all; 

For being each bom equal with the other. 

What greater crime than to outgrow your brother ? 

xvm. 
Poor Vandals, do the towers, when foes assail. 

So idly soar above the level waU ? 
Harmonious Order needs its music-scale ; 

The Equal were the discord of the AU. 
Let the wave undulate, the mountain rise ; 
Nor. ask from Law what Nature^s self denies. 

vagrant Muse, deserting all too long, 

Ereedom^s grand war for frenzy's goblin dreajn. 

The hour runs on, and redemands from song, 
And from our Eather-land the mighty theme. 

The Pale Horse rushes and the trumpets swell, 

Ejng Crida's hosts are storming Carduel ! 
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Within the inmost fort by piae-trees made. 
The hardy women kneel to warrior gods, 

For where the Saxon armaments invade. 
All. life abandons their resigned abodes. 

The tents they pitch the all they prize contain ; 

Aijd each new march is for a new domain. 

To the stem gods the fair-haired women kneel. 
As slow to rest the red sun glides along; 

And near and far, hammers, and clanking steel. 
Neighs from impatient barbs, and runic song 

Muttered o^er mystic fires by wizard priests, 

Invite the Yalkyrs. to the raven feasts. 

XSJL 

For after nine long moons of siege and storm. 
Thy hold, Pendragon, trembles to its fall ! 

Loftier the Eoman tower uprears its form, 

Prom the crushM bastion and the shattered wall. 

And but till night those iron floods delay 

Their rush of thunder : — Blood-red sinks the day. 

Death halts to strike, and swift the moment flies : 
Within the walls, (than all without more fell,) 

Discord with Babel tongues confounds the wise. 
And spectral Panic, like a form of hell 

Chased by a Fury, fleets, — or, stone-like, stands 

Dull-eyed Despondence, palsying nerveless hands. 
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And Pride, that evil angel of the Celt, 

Whispers to all ^'^tis servile to obey,** 
Eobs order'd Union of its starry belt, 

Bends chief from chief and tribe from tribe away, 
And leaves the children wrangKng for command 
Bonnd the wild death-throes of the Father-land. 

In breadless marts, the ill-persuading fiend 
Famine, stalks maddening with her wolfish stare ; 

And hearts, on whose stout anchors Faith had lean*d, 
Bound at her look to treason from despair. 

Shouting, ''Why shrmk we from the Saxon's thrall ? 

Is slavery worse than Famine smiting all ? '* 

xxvz. 
Thus, in the absence of the sunlike king. 

All phantoms stalk abroad ; dissolve and droop 
Light and the life of nations — ^while the wing 

Of Carnage halts but for its rushing swoop. 
Some moan, some rave, some laze the hours away ;-^ 
And. down from Carduel blood-red sunk the day! 

zxvn. • 

Leaning against a broken parapet 

Alone with Thought, mused Caradoc the Bard, 
When a voice smote him, and he tumM and met 

A gaze prophetic in its sad regard. 
Beside him, solemn with his hundred years. 
Stood the arch hierarch of the Cymrian seers. 
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zxnn. 
'^ Dost thou remember/' said the Sage, '^ that hour 

When seeking signs to Glor/s distant way, 
Thou heard'st the night bird in her leafy bower. 

Singing sweet death-chaunts to her shining prey, 
While thy young poet-heart, with ravished breath. 
Hung on the music, nor divined the death ? '^ * 

TTTT- 

" Ay,'' the bard answer'd, *' and ev'n now methought 
I heard again the ambrosial melody ! " 

" So," sigh'd the Prophet, *'to the bard, unsought. 
Come the far whispers of Futurity ! 

Lite his own harp, his soul a wind can thrill. 

And the chord murmur, tho' the hand be still. 

" Wilt thou for ever, even from the tomb. 
Live, yet a music, in the hearts of all; 

Arise and save thy country from its doom; 
Arise, Immortal, at the angel's call I 

The hour shall give thee aU thy life implor'd. 

And make the lyre more glorious than the sword. 

"In vain thro* yon dull stupour of despair 

Sound Gerainfs tromp and Owaine's battle cry; 

In vain where yon rude clamour storms the air. 
The Council Chiefs stem madd'ning mutiny; 

Prom Trystan's mail the lion heart is gone. 

And on the breach stands Lancelot alone I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



mNG ARTHTJB. 45 

"Drivelliiig the wise, and impotent the strong; 

Fast into night the life of Freedom dies; 
Awake, Inght-Bringer, wake bright soul of song, 

Kindler, reviver, re-creator rise I 
Crown thy great mission with thy parting breath, 
And teach to hosts the Bard^s disdain of death ! ** 

zxxm» 
Thrill'd at. that voice the soul of Caradoc ; 

He heard, and knew his glory and his doom. 
As when in summer's noon the lightning shock 

Smites some fair elm in all its pomp of bloom, 
'Mid whose, green boughs each vernal breeze had pla/d. 
And air's, sweet race melodious homes had made ; 

XXXIV. 

So that young life bow'd sad beneath the stroke 
That sear'd the Fresh and still'd the Musical, 

Yet on the sadness Thought sublimely broke : 
Holy the tree on which the bolt doth faU I 

Wild flowers shall spring the sacred roots around. 

And nightly fairies tread the haunted ground; 

XXXV. 

There, age by age, shall youth with musing brow, 
Hear Legend murmuring of the days of yore ; 

There, virgin love more lasting deem the vow 
Breath'd in the shade of branches green no more; 

And kind Eeligion keep the grand decay 

Still on the earth while forests pass away. 
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XXXVIi 

" So be it, O voice from HeaVen/' the Bard replied, 
'' Some grateful tears may yet embalm my name, 

Ever for human love my youth hath sigh'd. 
And human love's divinest fcMrm is fame. 

Is the dream erring P shall the song remain ? 

Say, can one Poet ever live in vain ? " 

xxxyiL 
As the warm south on some unfathom'd sea. 

Along the Magian's soul, the awful rest 
Stirr'd with the soft emotion : tenderly 

He laid his hand upon the brows he blest> 
And said, '* Complete beneath a brighter sun 
That course. The Beautiful,* which life begun. 

xxxvin. 
''Joyous and light, and fetterless thro' all 

The blissful, infinite, empyreal space, 
If then thy spirit stoopeth to recall 

The ray it shed upon the human race^ 
See where the ray had kindled from the dearth, 
Seeds that shall glad the gamers of the earth I 

TTTTT-. 

" Never true Poet lived and sung in vain I 
Lost if his name, and withered if his wreath> 

Tlie thoughts he woke — an element remain 

Fused in our light and blended with our breath ; 

All life more noble, and all earth more fair^ 

Because that soul refined man*s common air ! *'* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KING AttTHUB, 47 

Then rose the Bard^ and smilingly nnslung 
His harp of ivory sheen, from shoulders broads 

Kissing the hand that doomed his life, he sprung 
Light from the shattered wall, — and swiftly strode 

Where, herdlite huddled in the central space, 

DroopM, in dull pause, the cowering populace* 

There, in the midst he stood I Hie heavens Wi^e pale 
With the first stars, unseen amidst the glar<e 

Cast from large pine-brands on the sullen mail 
Of listless legions and the streaming hair 

Of women, wailing for the absent dead. 

Or bow'd o'er infant lips that moanM for bread. 

From out the illumed cathedral hollowly 

SweUM, like a cUrge, the hymn; and thro* the throng 
Whose looks had lost all commerce with the sky, 

With lifted rood the slow monks swept along, 
And vanished hopeless : From those wrecks of man 
Med eVn BeKgion t Then the Babb begani 

turn 
Slow, pitying, soft it glides, the liquid lay. 

Sad with the burth^ of the Singer's soul 
Into the heart it coil'd its lulling way ; 

Wave upon wave the golden river stole ; 
HushM to his feet forgetful Famine crept, 
And Woe, reviving, veiled the eyes tiiat wept. 
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xwv. 
Then stem, and harsh, clashM the ascending strain, , 

Telling of ills more dismal yet in store ; 
Bough with the iron of the grinding chain. 

Dire with the curse of slavery evermore ; 
Wild shrieks from lips belov'd pale warriors hear, 
Her child's last death-groan rends the mother's ear ; 

Then trembling hands instinctive griped the swords ; 

And men unquiet sought each other's eyes; 
Loud into pomp sonorous swell the chords. 

Like Jinked legions march the melodies ; 
Till the full rapture swept the Bard along. 
And o'er the listeners rush'd the storm of song ! 

XLVI, 

And the Dead spoke ! from cairns and kingly graves 
The Heroes caU'd; — and Saints from earliest shrines; 

And the Land spoke ! — ^Mellifluous river- waves ; 
Dim forests awful with the roar of pinies ; 

Mysterious caves from legend-haunted deeps ; 

And torrents flashing from untrodden steeps ;— ^ 

The Land of Febedom call'd upon the Pree ! 

All Nature spoke; the clarions of the wind; 
The organ swell of the majestic sea ; 

The choral stars ; the Universal Mind 
Spoke, like the voice from which the world began, 
'^No chain for Nature and the Soul of Man ! " 
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XLVin. 
Then loud thro^ all, as if mankind^s reply. 

Burst from the Bard the Cymrian battle hymn ! 
That song which swellM the anthems of the sky. 

The Alleluia of the Seraphim ; 
"When Saints led on the Children of the Lord, . 
And smote the Heathen with the AngeFs sword.* 

xux. 
As leaps the warfire on the beacon hills. 

Leapt in each heart the lofty flame divine ; 
As into sunlight flash the molten rills, 

ElashM the glad claymores,* lightening line on line ; 
From cloud to cloud as thunder speeds along, 
Ibrom rank to rank rush'd forth the choral song. — 

L. 

Woman and child — all caught the fire of men. 

To its own heaven that Alleluia rang. 
Life to the spectres had returned again; 

And from the grave an armed Nation sprang ! 
Then spoke the Bard, — each crest its plumage boVd, 
As the large voice went lengthening thro^ the crowd. 

LL 

^' Hark to the measured march ! — ^The Saxons come ! 

The sound earth quails beneath the hollow tread ; 
Your fathers rushM upon the swords of Eome 

And climVd her war-ships, when the Csesar fled ! 
The Saxons come I why wait within the wall ? 
They scale the mountain— let its torrents fall ! 

VOL. m. B 
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UL 

'' Mark, ye have swords, and shields, and annour, te ! 

No mail defends the Cymrian Child of Song/ 
But where the warrior — ^there the Bard shall be ! 

All fields of glory to the Bard belong ! 
His realm extends wherever god-like strife 
Spurns the base death, and wins immortal life. 

XJZL 

^' Unarmed he goes — ^his guard the shields of all, 
"Where he bounds foremost on the Saxon spear ! 

UnarmM he goes, that, falling, ev'n his fall 

ShaU bring no shame, and shall bequeath no fear I 

Does his song cease ? — avenge it by the deed. 

And make his sepulchre — ^a nation freed ! '' 

LIV. 

He said, and where the chieftains wrangling sate. 
Led the grand army marshall'd by his song ; 

Into the haU — and on the wild debate. 

King of all kings, A People, pour'd along; 

And from the heart of man — the trumpet cry 

Smote faction down, '^ Arms, arms, and liberty ! " — 

LV. 

Meanwhile roll'd on the Saxon's long array ; 

On to the waU the surge of slaughter rollM; 
Slow up the mount — slow heaved its labouring way ; 

The^ moonlight rested on the domes of gold; 
No warder peals alarum from the Keep, 
And Death comes mute, as on the realm of Sleep ; 
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LTL 

"When, as their ladders touched the ruin'd wall. 
And to the van, high-towering, Harold strode. 

Sudden expand the brazen gates, and all 
The awful arch as with the lava glow'd ; 

Torch upon torch the deathfol sweep illumes. 

The burst of armour and the flash of plumes ! 

Lvn. 
Bings Owaine^s shout ; — rings Gerainfs thunder-cry. 

The Saxon's death-knell in a hundred wars ; 
And Cador's laugh of triumph; — ^through the sky 

Eush tossing banderolls swift as shooting stars, 
Trystan's white lion — ^Lancelot's cross of red. 
And Tudor's* standard with the Saxon's head. 

LVHL 

And high o'er all, its scaled splendour rears 
The vengeful emblem of the Dragon Kings, 

Full on the Saxon bursts the storm of spears ; 
Far down the vale the charging whirlwind rings, 

While thro' the ranks its barbed knighthood clave, 

AU Cardud follows with its roaring wave. 

TJT. 

And ever in the van, with robes of white 
And ivory harp, shone swordless Caradoc ! 

And ever floated in melodious might. 

The clear song buoyant o'er the battle shock ; 

Calm as an eagle when the Olympian King 

Sends the red bolt upon the tranquil wing. 
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Borne back^ and wedged within the ponderous weight 
Of their own jarr'd and multitudinous crowd, 

EecoilM the Sazons ! As adown the height 
Of some grey mountain, rolls the cloven cloud, 

Smit by the shafts of the resistless day, — 

Down to the vale sunk dun the rent array. 

Midway betweeii the camp and Carduel, 

Halting their slow retreat, the Saxons stood ; 

There, as the wall-like ocean ere it fell 

On JEgypfs chariots, gathered up the flood ; 

There, in suspended deluge, solid rose, 

And hung expectant o^er the hurrying foes ! 

Lxn. 
Eight in the centre, rampired round with shields. 

King Crida stood,— o'er him, its livid mane 
The horse whose pasture is the Valkyr's fields 

Flung wide ; — but, foremost thro' the javelin-rain. 
Blazed Harold's helm, as when, thro' all the stars 
Distinct, pala soothsayers see the dooming Mars. 

LXHL 

Down dazzling sweeps the Cymrian Chivalry ; 

Bound the bright sweep closes the Saxon wall ; 
Snatch'd from the glimmer of the funeral sky. 

Eaves the blind murder ; and enclasp'd with all 
Its own stem hell, against the iron bar 
Pants the fierce heart of the imprison'd War. 
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Only by gleaming banners and the flash 

Of some large sword, the vex^d Obscure once more 

Sparkled to light* In one tumultuous clash 

Merged every sound — as when the maelstrom's roar 

By dire Lofoden, duUs the seaman's groan. 

And drowns the voice of tempests in its own. 

XXV. 

The Cymrian rants^ — disparted from their van. 

And their hemmM horsemen, — stubborn, but in vain. 

Press thro' the levelPd spears ; yet, man by man. 
And shield to shield close-serried, they sustain 

The sleeting hail against them hurtling sent. 

Prom every cloud in that dread armament. 

liXVI. 

But now, at length, cleaving the solid clang, 
And o'er the dead men in their frowning sleep, 

The rallying shouts of chiefs confronted rang, — 
" Thor and Walhalla ! " — answer'd swift and deep 

By '' Alleluia ! " and thy chaunted cry, 

Young Bard sublime, "l^oi Christ and Liberty ! " 

liXVIL 

Then the rants open'd, and the midnight moon 
Streamed where the battle, like the scornful main, 

Ebb'd from the dismal wrecks its wrath had strewn. 
Paused either host ; — ^lo, in the central plain 

Two chiefs had met, and in that breathless pause, 

Each to its champion left a Nation's cause. 
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LXTHL 

Now, heaven defend thee, noble Lancelot ! 

For never yet such danger thee befel, 
Tho' loftier deeds than thine emblazon not 

The peerless Twelve of golden Carduel, 
Tho^ oft thy breast hath singly stemmM a field, — 
As when thy claymore clang'd on Harold's shield ! 

LZIX. 

And Lancelot knew not his majestic foe. 
Save by his deeds ; by Cador's cloven crest ; 

By Modre^s corpse; by rills of blood below. 

And shrinking hehns above ; — when from ihe rest. 

Spurring, — the steel of his uplifted brand 

Drew down the lightning of that red right hand. 

T.TT. 

Pull on the Saxon's shield the sword descends ; 

The strong shield clattering shivers at the stroke. 
And the bright crest with all its plumage bends. 

As to the blast with all its boughs an oak : 
As from the blast an oak with all its boughs, 
Ketowering slow, the crest sublime arose. 

LXXL 

Grasp'd with both hands, above the Cymrian swung 
The axe that Odin taught his sons to wield. 

Thrice thro' the air the circling iron sung. 

Then crash'd resounding : — horse and horseman reel'd, 

Tho' slant from sword, and casque the weapon shore, 

Down sword and casque the weight resistless bore. 
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LZXIL 

The bright plume mingles with the charger's mane ; 

Light leaves the heaven, and sense forsakes the breath; 
Aloft the axe impatient whirrs again, — 

The steed wild-snorting bounds and foils the death ; 
"While on its neck the reins unheeded flow. 
It shames and saves its Lord, and flies the foe. 

T.TTTTr. 

" Lo, Saxons, lo, what chiefs these Walloons ' lead 1 ^' 
Laughed hollow from his helm the scornful Thane. 

Then towards the Christian knights he spurred his steed, 
When midway in his rush — crushes again 

The foe that rallied while he seemed to fly. 

As wheels the falcon ere it swoops from high; — 

LXXIV. • 

And as the falcon, while its talons dart 
Into the crane's broad bosom, splits its own 

On the sharp beak, and, cUnging heart to heart. 
Both in one plumage blent, spin whirling down, — 

So in that shock each found, and dealt the blow ; 

Horse roU'd on horse, fell grappling foe on foe. 

LXXV. 

First to his feet the slighter Cymrian leapt. 
And on the Saxon's breast set firm his knee; 

Then o'er the heathen host a shudder crept, 
Eose all their voices, — ^wild and wailingly; 

''Woe, Harold, woe ! " as from one bosom came, 

The groan of thousands, and the mighty name. 
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Lxxn. 
The Cjannan starts, and stays his lifted hand. 

For at that name from Harold's vizor shone 
Genevra's eyes ! Back in its sheath the brand 

He plunged : — sprang Harold — and the foe was gone,- 
Lost where the Saxons rushed along the plain. 
To save the living or avenge the slain^ 

IJJLVll. 

Spnrr'd to the rescue every Cymrian knight. 
Again confused, the onslaught raged on high; 

Again the war-shout swelled above the fight. 
Again the chaunt "for Christ and Liberty,'^ 

When with fresh hosts unbreathM, the Saxon king 

Forth from the wall of shields leapt thundering. 

LXJLViUL 

Behind the chief the dreadful gonfanon 

Spread; — ^thePale Horse went rushing down thewind.- 
'^ On where the Valkyrs point to Carduel, on ! 

On o'er the corpses to tlie wolf consigned ! 
On, that the Pale Horse, ere the night be o'er 
StaU'd in yon tower, may rest his hoofs of gore ! " 

T.TTTr, 

Thus spoke the king, and all his hosts replied ; 

Fill'd by his word and kindled by his look — 
(For helmless with his grey hair streaming wide. 

He strided thro' the spears) — ^the mountains shook — 
Shook the dim city — as that answer rang ! 
The fierce shout chiming to the buckler's clang ! 
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T.TTT, 

Aghast, the Cymrians see, like Titan sons 

New-born from earth, — ^leap forth the sudden bands : 
As when the wind's invisible tremour runs 

Thro' com-sheaves ripeniijg for the reaper's hands. 
The ghttering tumult undulating flows. 
And the field quivers where the panic goes. 

T.TTTT- 

The Cymrians waver — shrink — recoil — give way. 
Strike with weak hands amazed ; half turn to flee ; 

In vain with knightly charge the chiefs delay 
The hostile mass that rolls resistlessly. 

And the pale hoofs for aye had trampled down 

The Cymriau freedom and the Dragon Crown, 

T.TTTTT- 

But for that arch preserver, under heaven. 

Of names and states, the Bard ! the hour was come 

To prove the ends for which the lyre was given :— r 
Each thought divine demands its martyrdom. 

Where round the central standard rallying flock 

The Dragon Chiefs — ^paused and spoke Caradoc ! 

TiXXXnT. 

^' Ye Cymrian men ! '' Hush'd at the calm sweet sound, 
DroopM the wild murmur, bow'd the loftiest crest. 

Meekly the haughty paladins grouped round 
The swordless hero with the mailless breast. 

Whose front, serene amid the spears, had taught 

To humbled Porce the chivalry of Thought, 
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LZXXIV. 

''Ye Cymrian men — from Heus the Guardian's tomb 
I speak the oracular promise of the Past. 

Fear not the Saxon I Till the judgment doom. 
Free on their hills the Pragon race shall last, 

If from yon heathen, ye this night can save 

One spot not wider than a single grave. 

LXZXT. 

" For thus the antique prophecy decrees, — 

'When where the Pale Horse crushes down the dead. 

War's sons shall see the lonely child of peace 
Grasp at the mane to fall beneath the tread — 

There, where he falleth let his dust remain. 

There, bid the Dragon rest above the slain ; 

LXXXVL 

'' 'There, let the steel-clad living watch the clay. 
Till on that spot their swords the grave have made. 

And the Pale Horse shall melt in cloud away. 
No stranger's step the sacred mound invade : 

A people's life that single death shall save. 

And all the land be halloVd by a grave/ 

Lxxxvn. 
" So be the Guardian's prophecy fulfilled. 

Advance the Dragon, for the grave is mine." 
He ceased ; while yet the silver accents thrill'd 

Each mailed bosom down the listening Une, 
Bounded his steed, and like an arrow went 
His plume, swift glancing thro' the armament. 
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On thro' the tempest went it glimmerings 

On thro' the rushing barbs and leveled spears ; 

On where, far streaming o'er the Teuton king. 
Its horrent pomp the ghastly standard rears. 

On rush'd to rescue all to whom his breath 

Left what saves Nations, — the disdain of death ! 



Alike the loftiest knight and meanest man. 
All the roused host, but now so panic-chill'd. 

All Cymri once more as one Cymrian, 

With the last light of that grand spirit fiU'd, 

Thro' rank on rank, moVd down, down trampled, sped. 

And reach'd the standard — to defend the dead. 

xo. 
Wrench'd from the heathen's hand, one moment bow'd 

In the bright Christian's grasp the gonfanon ; 
Then from a dumb amaze the countless crowd 

Swept, — and the night as with a sudden sun 
Plash'd with avenging steel; life gain'd its goal. 
And calm from lips proud-smiling went the soul I 

xoi. 
Leapt from his seUe, the king-born Lancelot ; 

Leapt from the selle each paladin and knight; 
In one mute sign that where upon that spot 

The foot was planted, God forbade the flight : 
There shall the Father-land avenge the son. 
Or heap aU Cymri round the grave of one. 
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xcn. 
Then, well nigh side hy side — ^broad floated forth 

The Cymrian Dragon and the Teuton Steed, 
The rival Powers that struggle for the North; 

The gory Idol — ^the chivalric Creed; 
Odin's and Christ's confronting flags unfurFd, 
As which should save and which destroy a world ! 

xcm. 
Then fought those Cymrian men, as if on each 

All Cymri set its last undaunted hope ; 
Thro' the steel bulwarks round them yawns the breach; 

Vistas to freedom bright* ning onwards ope ; ^ 
Crida in vain leads band on slaughtered band. 
In vain revived falls Harold's ruthless hand; 

xciv. 
As on the buU the pard wiU fearless bound. 

But if the horn that meets the spring should gore. 
Awed with fierce pain, slinks snarling from the ground ; — 

So baffled in their midmost rush, before 
The abrupt assault, the savage hosts give way ; — 
Yet will not own that man could thus dismay, 

xcv. 
" Some God more mighty than Walhalla's king, 

Strikes in yon arms " — ^the sullen murmurs run. 
And fast and faster drives the Dragon wing — 

And shrinks and cowers the ghastly gonfanon. 
They flag — ^they falter — ^lo, the Saxons fly ! — 
Lone rests the Dragon in the dawning sky 1 
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XCVI. 

Lone rests the Dragon with its wings outspread, 
Wh^re the pale hoofs one holy ground had trod. 

There the hushed victors round the martyred dead. 
As round an altar, lift their hearts to God. 

Cahn is that brow as when a host it braved. 

And smiles that lip as on the land it saved ! 

xovu. 
Pardon^ ye shrouded and mysterious Powers, 

Ye far off shadows from the spirit-clime. 
If for that realm untrodden by the Hours, 

Awhile we leave this lazar house of Time; 
With Song remounting to those native airs 
Of which, tho^ exiled, still we are the heirs. 

xovni. 
Up from the clay and towards the Seraphim, 

The Immortal, men called Caradoc, arose. 
Bound the freed captive whose melodious hymn 

Had hailM each glinmier earth, the dungeon, knows. 
Spread all the aisles by angel worship trod ; 
Blazed every altar conscious of the God. 

xcix. 
All the iUumed creation one calm shrine ; 

All space one rapt adoring ecstasy j 
AU the sweet stars with their untroubled shine. 

Near and more near, enlarging thro^ the sky ; 
All opening gradual on the eternal sight, 
Joy after joy, the depths of their delight. 
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a 

Paused on the marge. Heaven's beautiful New-bom, 
Paused on the marge of that wide happiness ; 

And as a lark that, poised amid the mom. 

Shakes from its wing the dews, — the plumes of bliss. 

Sunned in the dawn of the diviner birth. 

Shook every sorrow memory bore from earth : 

Knowledge (that on the troubled waves of sense 
Breaks into sparkles) — pour'd upon the soul 

Its lambent, 'clear, translucent affluence, 

And cold-eyed Season loosed its hard control; 

Each godlike guess beheld the trath it sought; 

And Inspiration flashed from what was Thought, 

en. 
StillM evermore the old familiar train 

That fill the frail Proscenium of our deeds. 
The unquiet actors on that stage, the brain. 

Which, in the spangles of their tinselled weeds. 
Mime the true soul's majestic royalties, 
And strut august in Wonder's credulous eyes ; — 

Ambition's madness in the vain desires. 
Which seek a goddess but to clasp a doud ; 

And human Passion that with fatal fires 

Consumes the shrine to which its faith is vow'd; 

And even Hope, that fairest nurse of Grief, 

Crown'd with young flowers, — a blight in every leaf; 
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CI7. 

All these are still — ^abandon'd to the worm. 
Their loud breath jars not on the calm above ! 

Only survived, as if the single germ 

Of the new lifers ambrosian being, — ^lovb. 

Ah, if the bud can give such bloom to Time, 

"What is the flower when in its native dime ? 

cv. 
Love to the radiant Stranger left alone 

Of all the vanished hosts of memory; 
While broadening round, on splendour splendour shone. 

To earth soft-pitying dropt the veilless eye. 
And saw the shape, that love remembered still, 
CoucVd mid the ruins on the moonlit hiU. 

OVL 

And, with the new-bom vision, piercing all 

Things past and future, viewed the fates ordain'd ; 

The feme achieved amidst the Coral Hall; 

From war and winter Freedom's symbol gained. 

What rests ? — ^the Spirit from its realm of bliss. 

Shot, loving down, — ^the guide to Happiness ! 

cvn. 
Pale to the Cymrian king the Shadow came. 

Its glory left it as the earth it near^d. 
In livid likeness as its corpse the same. 

Wan with its wounds the awful ghost appeared. 
Life heard the voice of unembodied breath. 
And Sleep stood trembling side by side with Death. 
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cvnL 
"Come/^ said the Voice, " Before the Iron Gate 

"Which hath no egress, waiting thee, behold 
Under the shadow of the brows of Fate, 

The childlike playmate with the locks of gold." 
Then rose the mortal following, and, before. 
Moved the pale shape the angeFs comrade wore. 

on. 
Where, in the centre of those ruins grey, 

Immense with blind walls columnless, a tomb 
For earlier kings, whose names had passM away. 

Chilled the chill moonlight with its mass of gloom. 
Thro' doors ajar to every prying blast 
By which to. rot imperial dust had past, 

ex. 
The Vision went, and went the living King; 

Then strange and hard to human ear to tell 
By language moulded but by thoughts that bring 

Material images, what there befel ! 
The mortal entered Eld's dumb burial place. 
And at the threshold, vanished Time and Space. 

CXL 

Yea, the hard sense of time was from the mind 
Eased and annihilate; — ^yea, space to eye 

And soul was presenceless ? What rest behind ? 
Thought and the Infinite ! the eternal I, 

And its true realm the Limitless, whose brink 

Thought ever nears : What bounds us when we think ? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KING AETHUS. 65 

cxn. 
Yea, as the dupe in tales Arabian, 

DippM but his brow beneath the beaker's brim, 
And in that instant all the life of man 

Prom youth to age rolled its slow years on him. 
And while the foot stood motionless — ^the soul 
Swept with deliberate wing from pole to pole, 

cxm. 
So when the man the Gravels still portals passM, 

Closed on the substances or cheats of earth. 
The Immaterial, for the things it glassM, 

Shaped a new vision from the matter's dearth : 
Before the sight that saw not thro' the clay,' 
The undefined Immeasurable lay. 

cxiv. 
A realm not land, nor sea, nor earth, nor sky. 

Like air impalpable, and yet not air ; — 
" Where am I led ? " ask'd Life with hollow sigh. 

''To Death, that dim phantasmal Every where," 
The Ghost replied. " Nature's circumfluent robe 
Girding aU life — the globule or the globe." 

cxv. 
"Yet," said the Mortal, '' if indeed this breath 

Profane the world that lies beyond the tomb ; 
Where is the Spirit-race that peoples death ? 

My soul surveys but unsubstantial gloom, 
A void — a blank — ^where none preside or dwell, 
Nor woe nor bliss is here, nor heaven nor hell," 

VOL. nL r 
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CXVL 

''And .what is death? — a name for nothingness/' • 
Beplied the Dead ; " the shadow of a shade i 

Death can retain no spirit ! — woe and bliss. 
And heaven and hell, are for the living made ; 

An instant flits between life's latest sigh 

And life's renewal ; — ^that it is to die ! 

cxvn. 
''IVom the brief Here to the eternal There, 

We can but see the swifk flash of the goal ; 
Less than the space between two waves of air. 

The void between existence and a soul ; 
Wherefore look forth ; and with calm sight endure 
The vague, impalpable, inane Obscure : 

cxvin. 
" Lo, by the Iron Gate a giant cloud 

From which emerge (the form itself unseen) 
Vast adamantine brows sublimely bow'd 

Over the dark, — relentlessly serene ; 
Thou canst not view the hand beneath the fold. 
The work it weaveth none but God behold. 

CXIX. 

'' Yet ever from this Nothingness of Death, 
That hand shapes out the myriad pomps of life; 

Eeceives the matter when resigned the breath. 
Calms into Law the elemental strife ; 

On each still'd atom forms afresh bestows 

(No atom lost since first Creation rose). 
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CXX. 

''Thus seen, what men call Nature, thou surveyest, 
But matter boundeth not the still one^s power ; 

In every deed its presence thou displayest. 

It prompts each impulse, guides each winged hour. 

It spells the Valkyrs to their gory loom. 

It calls the blessing from the bane they doom : 

CICSI. 

" It rides the steed, it saileth with the bark. 
Wafts the first corn-seed to the herbless wild, 

Alike directing thro' the doom of dark, 

The age-long nation and the new-bom child ; 

Here the dread Power, yet loftier tasks await. 

And Nature, twofold, takes the name of Fate. 

cxin. 
" Nature or Fate, Matter's material life. 

Or to ail spirit the spiritual guide. 
Alike with one harmonious being rife. 

Form but the whole which only names divide ; 
Fate's crushing power, or Nature's gentle skill. 
Alike one Good — ^from one all-loving WiU/' 

cxxm. 
While thus the Shade benign instructs the Bang, 

Near the dark cloud the still brows bended o'er. 
They come : a soft wind with continuous wing 

Sighs thro' the gloom and trembles thro' the door, 
" Hark to that air," the gentle phantom said, 
'' In each faint murmur flit unseen the dead, — 

F 2 
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czziy* 
"Pass thro^ the gate, from life the life resume. 

As the old impulse flies to heaven or hell/' 
While spoke the Ghost, stood forth amidst the gloom, 

A lucent Image, crowned with asphodel. 
The left hand bore a mirror chrystal-bright, 
A wand star-pointed glitter'd in the right. 

cxxv. 
" Dost thou not know me ? — me, thy second soul ? " 

Said the bright Image, with its low sweet voice, 
" I who have led thee to each noble goal, 

Mirror'd thy heart, and starward led thy choice ? 
To teach thee wisdom won in Labour's school, 
I lured thy footsteps to the forest pool, 

CXXVL 

" SheVd all the woes which wait inebriate power. 
And woke the man from youth's voluptuous dream ; 

Glass'd on the chrystal — ^let each stainless hour 
Obey the wand I lift unto the beam ; 

And at the last, when yonder gates expand. 

Pass with thine angel. Conscience, hand in hand/' 

cxxvn. 
Spoke the sweet Splendour, and as music dies 

Into the heart that hears, subsides away y 
Then Arthur lifted his serenest eyes 

Towards the pale Shade from the celestial day. 
And said, " O thou in life belov'd so well. 
Dream I or wake ? — As those last accents fell. 
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^ cxXYin. 

^' So fears that, spite of thy mild words, dismayed, 

Tears not of death, but that which death conceals. 
Vanish; — ^my soul that trembled at thy shade. 

Yearns to the far light which the shade reveals, 
And sees how human is the dismal error 
That hideth God, when veiling death with terror. 

CZXIZ. 

'^ Ev'n thus some infant, in the early spring. 
Under the pale buds of the almond tree. 

Shrinks from the wind that with an icy wing 

Shakes showering down white flakes that seem to be 

Winter's wan sleet, — ^till the quick sunbeam shows 

That those were blossoms which he took for snows. 

cxxx. 

'* Thou to this last and sovran mystery 

Of my mysterious travail guiding sent. 
Dear as thou wert, I wUl not mourn for thee. 

Thou wert not shaped for earth's hard element — 
Our ends, our aims, our pleasure, and our woe. 
Thou kneVst them all, but thine we could not know. 

CXXXL 

*' Forgive that none were worthy of thy worth ! 

That none took heed, upon the plodding way, 
What diamond dew was on the flowers of earth, 

TiU in thy soul drawn upward to the day, 
But now, why gape the wounds upon thy breast ? 
What guilty hand dismissed thee to the Blest ? 
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CXZZIL 

'' For blest thou art, beloved and lost ? Oh, speak. 
Say thou art with the Angels ? '' — ^As at night 

Fax off the pharos on the mountain peak 
Sends o^er dim ocean one pale path of light, 

Lost in the wideness of the weltering Sea, 

So, that one gleam along eternity 

cxxxin. 
Youchsafed, the radiant guide (its mission closed) 

Fled, and the mortal stood amidst the cloud I 
All dark above, — la at his feet reposed 

Beneath the BroVs still terror o^er it bow'^, 
With eyes that lit the gloom thro^ which they smiled, 
A Virgin shape, half woman and half child 1 

oxxxrv. 
There, bright before the iron gg,tes of Death, 

Bright in the shadow of the awful Power 
Which did as Nature give the human breath. 

As Fate mature the germ and nurse the flower 
Of earth for heaven, — ^Toil's last and sweetest prize. 
The destined Soother lifts her fearless eyes ! 

cxxiv. 
Thro' all the mortal's frame enraptured thrills 

A subtler tide, a life ambrosial. 
Bright as the fabled element which fills 

The veins of Gods to whom in Ida's hall 
Flush'd Hebe brims the urn. The transport broke 
The charm that gave it — and the Dreamer woke. 
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CXZXYI. 

Was it in truth a Dream P He gazed around, 
And saw the granite of sepulchral walls ; 

Thro' open doors, along the desolate ground. 
O'er coffin dust— the morning sunbeam falls ; 

On mouldering relics life its splendour flings. 

The arms of warriors and the bones of kings. — 

CXZXTH. 

He stood within that Golgotha of old. 

Whither the Phantom first had led the soul. 

It was no dream ! lo, round those locks of gold 
Eest the young sunbeams like an auriole ,* 

Lo, where the day, night's mystic promise keeps, 

And in the tomb a life of beauty sleeps ! 

cxxxYin. 
Slow to his eyes, those lids reveal their own. 

And, the lips smiling even in their sigh, 
The Virgin woke ! Oh, never yet was known. 

In bower or plaisaunce under summer sky. 
Life so enrich'd with nature's happiest bloom 
As thine, thou young Aurora of the tomb ! 

CXXXIX. 

Words cannot paint thee, gentlest cynosure 
Of all things lovely in that loveliest form. 

Souls wear — the youth of woman ! brows as pure 
As Memphian skies that never knew a storm ; 

Lips with such sweetness in their honied deeps 

As fills the rose in which a fairy sleeps ; 
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CZL. 

Eyes on whose tenderest azure^ aching hearts 
Might look as to a heaven, and cease to grieve ; 

The very blush, — as day, when it departs, 
Haloes, in flushing, the mild cheek of eve, — 

Taking soft warmth in light from earth afar, • 

Heralds no thought less holy than a star. 

CZIX 

And Arthur spoke ! ye, all noble souls, 
Divine how knighthood speaks to maiden fear I 

Yet, is it fear which that young heart controuls 
And leaves its music voiceless on the ear ? — 

Ye, who have felt what words can ne^er express. 

Say then, is fear as still as happiness ? 

CXLIL 

By the mute pathos of an eloquent sign. 

Her rosy finger on her lip, the maid 
Seem'd to denote that on that coral shrine 

Speech was to silence vow'd. Then from the shade 
Gliding — she stood beneath the golden skies. 
Fair as the dawn that brighter d Paradise. 

cxluc. 
And Arthur looked, and saw the dove no more ; 

Yet, by some wild and wondrous glamoury. 
Changed to the shape the new companion wore. 

His soul the missing Angel seemM to see ; 
And, soft and silent as the earlier guide. 
The soft eyes thrill, the silent footsteps glide. 
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ozuy. 
Thro' paths his yester steps had failM to find, 

Adown the woodknd slope she leads the king, — ■ 
And, pausing oft, she turns to look behind. 

As oft had turned the Dove upon the wing ; 
And oft he question^, still to find reply 
Mute on the lip, yet struggling to the eye. 

CXLV 

Far briefer now the way, and open more 

To heaven, than those his whilome steps had won ; ' 

And sudden, lo ! his galley's brazen prore 

Beams from the greenwood burnished in the sun ; 

Up from the sward his watchful cruisers spring. 

And loud-lipp'd welcome girds with joy the King. 

OXLVI. 

Now plies the rapid oar, now swells the sail ; 

All day, and deep into the heart of night, 
Tlies the glad bark before the favouring gale ; 

Now Sabra's virgin waters dance in light 
Under the large full moon, on margents green. 
Lone with charred wrecks where Saxon fires have been. 

czLvn. 
Here furls the sail, here rests awhile the oar, 

And from the crews the Cjmrians and the maid 
Pass with mute breath upon the mournful shore ; 

For, where yon groves the gradual hillock shade, 
A convent stood when Arthur left the land. 
God grant the shrine hath 'scaped the heathen's hand I 
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CZLYIIL 

Landings on lifeless hearths^ thro' roofless walls 
And easement gaps^ the ghost-like star-beams peer; 

Welcomed by night and ruin, hollow falls 
The footstep of a King ! — Upon the ear 

The inexpressible hush of murder lay,— 

Wide yawned the doors^ and not a watch dog's bay ! 

cxux. 
They pass the groves^ they gain the holt, and lo ! 

Bests of the sacred pile but one grey tower, 
A fort for luxury in the loug-ago 

Of gentile gods, and Eome^s voluptuous power. 
But far on walls yet spared, the moon-beams fell, — 
Far on the golden domes of Garduel ! 

CL. 

'' Joj/' cried the King, "behold, the land lives still ! " 
Then Gawaine pointed, where in lengthening line 

The Saxon watch-fires from the haunted hill 
(Shorn of its forest old,) their blood-red shine 

Ming over Isca, and with wrathful flush 

Gild the vast storm-cloud of the armed hush. 

en. 
"Ay,^^ said the King, "in that lullM Massacre 

Doth no ghost whisper Crida — ' Sleep no more I ' 
" Hark, where I stand, dark murder-chief, on thee 

I launch the doom ! ye airs, that wander o^er 
Euins and graveless bones, to Crida^s sleep 
Bear Cymri^s promise, which her king shall keep ! '' 
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cLn. 
As thus lie spoke, upon his outstretched arm 

A light touch trembled, — ^turning he beheld 
The maiden of the tomb; a wild alarm 

Shone from her eyes ; his own their terror spelled. 
Struggling for speech, the pale lips writhed apart. 
And, as she clung, he heard her beating heart; 

OLHL 

While Arthur marvelling soothed the agony 
Which, comprehending not, he still could share. 

Sudden sprang Oawaine — ^hark ! a timorous cry 

Pierced yon dim shadows ! Arthur looked, and where 

On artful valves revolved the stoney door, 

A kneeling nun his knight is bending o'er. 

CLIV. 

Ere the nun's fears the knightly words dispell. 
As towards the spot the maid and monarch came. 

On Arthur's brow the slanted moon-beams fell. 
And the nun knew the King, and call'd his name. 

And clasp'd his knees, and sobb'd thro' joyous tears, 

" Once more ! once more ! our God his people hears ! " 

CLV. 

Kin to his blood — the welcome face of one 

Known as a saint throughout the Christian land, 

Arthur recalled, and as a pious son 

Honouring a mother— on that sacred hand 

Bent low, in murmuring — " Say, what mercy saves 

Thee, blest survivor in this shrine of graves ? " 
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CLVI. 

Then the nun led them, thro^ the artful door 

Masked in the masonry, adown a stair 
That coilM its windings to the grottoed floor 

Of vaulted chambers desolately fair ; 
Wrought in the green hill, like an Oread^s home, 
For summer heats by some soft lord of Rome, 

cLvn. 
On shells, whichnymphs from silver sands might cull. 

On paved mosaics, and long-silenced fount. 
On marble waifs of the far Beautiful 

By graceful spoiler gamer'd from the mount 
Of vocal Delphi, or the Elean town. 
Or Sparta's rival of the violet-crown — • 

CLVnL 

Shone the rude cresset from the homely shrine 
Of that new Power, upon whose Syrian Cross 

PerishM the antique Jove ! And the grave sign 
Of the glad faith (which, for the lovely loss 

Of poet-gods, their own Olympus frees 

To men ! — our souls the new Uranides,) 

CLIX. 

High from the base, on which, of old, reposed 
Grape-crown'd lacchus — spoke the Saving Woe 1 

The place itseK the sister's tale disclosed. 

Here, while, amidst the hamlet doomed below, 

Baged the fierce Saxon — was retreat secured ; 

Nor gnaw'd the flame where those deep vaults immured. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



XING ARTHTJIU 77 

CLX. 

To peasants, scattered thro^ the neighbouring plains. 
The secret known ; — kind hands with pious care 

Supply such humble nurture as sustains 

Lives most with fast familiar ; thus and there 

The patient sisters in their faith sublime, 

Telt God was good, and waited for His time. 

CLXL 

Yet ever when the crimes of earth and day 
Slept in the starry peace, to the lone tower 

Tlie sainted abbess won her nightly way. 

And gazed on Carduel ! — ^'Twas the wonted hour 

When from the opening door the Cymrian knight 

Saw the pale shadow steal along the light. 

cLxn. 
Musing, the King the safe retreat surveyed. 

And smooth^ his brow from timers most anxious care; 
Here — ^from the strife secure, might rest the maid 

Not meet the tasks that morn must bring to share ; 
She, while he mused, the nun's mild aspect eyed. 
And crept with woman's trust to woman's side. 

CLXIIL 

" King," said the gentle saint, ''from what far clime 
Comes this fair stranger, thaM her eyes alone 

Answer our mountain tongue ? " — ''' May happier time," 
Eeplied the Eang, *' her tale, her land, make known ! 

Meanwhile, O kind recluse, receive the guest 

To whom these altars seem the native rest." 
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The sister smiled, *' In sooth those looks/' she said, 
''Do speak a soul pure with celestial air; 

And in the morrow's awful hour of dread. 
Her heart methinks will echo to our prayer. 

And breathe responsive to the hymns that swell 

The Christian's curse upon the infidel. 

CLXV. 

" But say, if truth from rumour vague and wild 
To this still world the friendly peasants bring, 

' That grief and wrath for some lost heathen child. 
Urge to yon walls the Mercian's direful king ? ' " — 

''Nay," said the Cymrian, " doth ambition fail 

When force needs falsehood, of the glozing tale ? 

OLXYL 

" And — ^but behold she droops, she faints, outworn 
By the long wandering and the scorch of day ! " 

Pale as a lily when the dewless mom, 
Parch'd in the fiery dog-star, wanes away 

Into the glare of noon without a cloud. 

O'er the nun's breast that flower of beauty bow'd, 

OLxvn. 
Yet still the clasp retain'd the hand that prest. 

And breath came still, tho' heaved in sobbing sighs. 
"Leave her," the sister said, "to needful rest. 

And to such care as woman best supplies ; 
And may this charge a conqueror soon recall. 
And change the refuge to a monarch's hall ! " 
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CLXVIU. 

Tho^ found the asylum sought^ with boding mind 
The crowning guerdon of his mystic toil 

To the kind nun the unwilling King rdsign'd; 
Nor till his step was on his mountain soil 

Did his large heart its lion calm regain^ 

And o^er his soul no thought but Cymri reign. 

CLXIZ. 

As towards the bark the friends resume their way. 
Quick they resolve the coniSict^s hardy scheme ; 

With half the Northmen, at the break of day 

Shall Gawaine sail where Sabra's broadening stream 

Admits a reeded creek, and, landing there. 

Elude the fleet the neighbouring waters bear ; 

CLZX. 

Thro' secret paths with bush and bosk overgrown. 
Wind round the tented hill, and win the wall; 

With Arthur's name arouse the leaguer'd town. 
Give the pent stream the cataract's rushing fall. 

Sweep to the camp, and on the Pagan horde 

Urge all of man that yet survives the sword. 

CLXXI. 

Meanwhile on foot thq king shall guide his band 
Eound to the rearward of the vast array. 

Where yet large fragments of the forest stand 
To shroud with darkness the avenger's way; — 

Thence, when least look'd for, burst upon the foe. 

On war's own heart direct the sudden blow ; 
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CLxxn. 
Thus, front and rear assailM, their numbers, less 

(Perplex^, distraught,) avail the heathen's power. 
Dire was the peril, and the sole success 

In the nice seizure of the season^ hour ; 
The high-soul'd rashness of the bold emprize; 
The fear that smites the fiercest in surprise ; 

CLxxin. 
Whatever worth the enchanted boons may bear. 

The hero heart by which those boons were won ; 
The stubborn strength of that supreme despair. 

When victory lost is all a land undone ; 
In the Man's cause, and in the Christian's zeal. 
And the just God that sanctions Freedom's steeL 

CLxxrv. 
Meanwhile, along a cavelike corridor 

The stranger guest the gentle abbess led; 
Where the voluptuous hypocaust of yore 

Left cells for vestal dreams saint-hallowed. 
Her own, austerely rude, ajBfords the rest 
To which her parting kiss consigns the guest. 

CLXXV. 

But welcome not for rest that Joneliness 1 
The iron lamp the imaged cross displays ; 

And to that guide for souls, what mute distress 
Lifts the imploring passion of its gaze P 

Fear like remorse — and sorrow dark as sin ? 

Enter that mystic heart and look within I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KINO ARTHUR. 81 

OUULVL 

What broken gleams of memory come and go 

Along the dark ! — a silent starry love 
Lighting young Fancy's virgin waves below. 

But shed from thoughts that rest ensphered above ! 
Oh, flowers whose bloom had perfumed Carmel, weave 
Wreaths for such love as lived in Genevieve ! 

CLZxvn. 
A May noon resteth on the forest hill; 

A May noon resteth over ruins hoar ; 
A maiden muses on the forest hill, 

A tomb's vast pile o'ershades the ruins hoar. 
With doors now open to each prying blast. 
Where once to rot imperial dust had past; 

CLXXVUl. 

Thro' those dark portals glides the musing maid. 
And slumber drags her down its airy deep. 

O wondrous trance ! in druid robes arra/d. 
What form benignant charms the life-like sleep ? 

What spells low-chaunted, holy-sweet, like prayer. 

Plume the light soul, and waft it through the air ? 

CLXxrs. 
Comes a dim sense as of an angel's being. 

Bathed in ambrosial dews and liquid day ; 
Of floating wings, like heavenward instincts, freeing 

Thro' azure solitudes a spirit's way, — 
An absence of all earthly thought, desire. 
Aim — ^hope, — save those which love and which aspire ; 

VOL, IH. Q 
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CLXXX. 

Each harder sense of the mere human mind 
Merged into some protective prescience ; 

Calm gladness, conscious of a charge consign^ 
To the pure ward of guardian innocence ; 

And the felt presence, in that charge, of one 

Whose smile to life is as to flowers the sun. 

CLZZXI. 

Go on, thou troubled Memory, wander on ! 

Dull, o^er the bounds of the departing trance. 
Droops the lithe wing the airier life hath known ; 

Yet on the confines of the dream, the glance 
Sees — ^where before he stood, — the Enchanter stand. 
Bend the vast brow, and stretch the shadowy hand. 

fi T.TTTTT . 

And, human sense reviving, on the ear 

Eall words ambiguous, now with happy hours 

And plighted love, — and now with threats austere 
Of demon dangers— of malignant Powers 

Whose force might yet the counter charm unbind. 

If loosed the silence to her lips enjoin^. — 

CLXxxm. 
Then, as that Image faded from the verge 

Of life's renewed horizon — came the day ; 
Yet, ere the last gleams of the vision merge 

Into earth's common light, their parting ray 
On Arthur's brow the faithful memories leave. 
And the Dove's heart still beats in Genevieve ! 
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CliXXXIV. 

Still she the presence feels, — ^resumes the guide. 
Till slowly, slowly waned the prescient power 

That gave the guardian to the pilgrim's side ; — 
And only rested, with her human dower 

Of gifts sublime to soothe, but weak to save. 

And blind to warn, — ^the Daughter of the Grave. 

CLXXXV. 

Yet ihe lost dream bequeathed for ever more 
Thoughts that did, like a second nature, make 

Life to that life the Dove had hover'd o'er 
Cling as an instinct, — and, for that dear sake. 

Danger and Death had found the woman's love 

In realms as near the Angels as the Dove, 

CLXXXVL 

And now and now is she herself the one 

To launch the bolt on that beloved life ? 
Shuddering she starts, again she hears the nun 

Denounce the curse that arms the awful strife j 
Again her lips the wild cry stifle, — ^' See 
Crida's lost child, thy country's curse, in me ! " 

CLXXXVIL 

Or — ^if along the world of that despair 

Meet other spectres, — ^from the ruin'd steep 

Points the dread arm, and hisses thro' the air 
The avenger's sentence on the father's sleep ! 

The dead seem rising from the yawning floor. 

And the shrine steams as with a shamble's gore. 

o2 
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cLXXxym. 
Sudden she -springs, and, from her veiling hands. 

Lifts the pale courage of her calmed brow 5 
With upward eyes, and murmuring lips, she stands, 

Kaising to heaven the new-bom hope :-^and now 
Glides from the cell along the galleried caves. 
Mute as a moonbeam flitting over waves. 

OLXXXIX. 

Now gained the central grot; now won the stair; 

The lamp she bore gleam'd on the door of stone ; 
Why halt ? what hand detains ? — she tum'd, and there, 

On the nnn^s serge and brow rebuking, shone 
The tremulous light ; then fear her lips unchained 
Prom that stem silence by the Bream ordained, 

cxa 

And at those holy feet the Saxon fell 

Sobbing, " Oh, stay me not ! Oh, rather free 

These steps that fly to save kis Carduel ! 
Throne, altars, life — his life ! In me, in me. 

To these strange shrines, thy saints in^mercy bring 

Crida's lost Child ! — Way, way to save thy king \" 

OXOL 

The sister listen^ ; gladness, awe, amaze, 
Fused in that lambent atmosphere of soul. 

Faith in the wise All-Good ! — ^so melt the rays 
Of varying Iris in the lucid whole 

Of light ; — " Thy people still to Thee are dear, 

O Lord," she murmured, ''and Thy hand is here ! '' 
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cxcn. 
'^Tes/^ cried the suppliant, "if my loss deplored. 

My fate unguest — ^misled and annM my sire; 
When to his heart his child shall be restored. 

Sure, war itself will in the cause expire ! 
Ruth come with joy, — and in that happy hour 
Hate drop the steel, and Love alone have power P '' 

oxcin. 
Then the nun took the Saxon to her breast, 

Eound the bow^d neck she hung her sainted cros|s^ 
And said, " Go forth — O beautiful and blest ! 

And if my king rebuke me for thy loss. 
Be my reply the gain that loss bestowed, — 
Hearths for his people, altars for his God ! ** 

ex<3rF. 
She ceased ;— on seciret vaJv^s revol/d the door ; 

On the calm hill-top breathM the dawning air ; 
One moment paused the steps of Hope, and o'er 

The war's va«t slumber looked the Soul of Prayer. 
8k) halts the bird that from the cage hath flown i-^ 
A light bough rustled, and the Dove was gone. 
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NOTES TO BOOK XL 

1.— Page 44, Stanza xxvili. 
Hung o» the music j nor divined the death ?" 
S£E Book iL, pp. 57, 58, from Btanza xzyiL to stanza xxx. 

2.— Page 46, Stanza zxxix. 
Beccmse that sotd refined man's common avrT* 
Perhaps it is in this sense that Taliessin speaks in his mystical poem 
called " Taliessin's History," still extant : — 

" I have been an instructor 
To the whole universe. 
I shall remain till the day of doom 
On the face of the earth." 

8.— Page 49, Stanza xlvili. 
And smote t?ie Heathen with the Angets sword. 
The BishopS; Germanus and Lupus, having baptized the Britons in 
the River Alyn, led them against the Picts and Saxons, to the ciy of 
"Alleluia." The cry itself, uttered with all the enthusiasm of the 
Christian host, struck terror into the enemy, who at once took to flight. 
Most of those who escaped the sword perished in the river. This 
victory, achieved at Maes-Gkirmon, was called " Victoria Alleluiatica." 
Brit. Eccles. Antiq., 335 ; Bed., lib. L c. i. 20. 

4.— Page 49, Stanza xllx. 
Flash d the glad claymores, lightening line on line ; 
** The claymore of the Highlanders of Scotland was no other than the 
cledd mawr (cle'mawr) of the Welsh." — Cymbodobio27, vol. ii. p. 106. 
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NOTES TO BOOK XI. 87 

6.>-Page 60, Stanza lii. 
No mail defends the Oymricm Child of Song, 
No Cymrian bard, according to the primitive law, was allowed the 
use of weapons. 

6.— Page 51, Stanza Ml. 
And Tudor' 8 ttandard with the Saxon* s head. 
The old arms of the Tudors were three Saxons' heads. 

7.— Page 56, Stanza Izzlil. 
"Lo, Saxons, lo, what chiefs these Walloons lead/" 
Walloons, — ^the name given by the Saxons, in contumely, to the 
Cymrians. 

8.— Page 66, Stanza cxvL • 

** And what is death ? — a name for nothingness,** 
The sublime idea of the nonentity, of death, of the instantaneous 
transit of the soul from one phase and cycle of being to another, is 
earnestly insisted upon by the early Cymrian bards, in terms which 
seem borrowed from some spiritual belief anterior to that which does 
in trutl% teach that the life of man once begun, has not only no end, 
but no pause — and, in the triumphal cry of the Christian, " grave, 
where is thy victory ! " — ^annihilates death. 
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ARGUMENT. 



Preltminaby stanzas— Scene returns to Carduel— a day has passed since the 
retreat of the Saxons into their encampment— The Cymrians take advan- 
tage of the enemy's inactivity, to introduce supplies into the famished city 
—Watch all that day, and far into the following night, is kept round the 
corpse of Caradoc— Before dawn, the burial takes place— The Prophet by 
the grave of the Bard— Merlin's address to the Cymrians, whom he dis- 
misses to the walls, in announcing the renewed assault of the Saxons — 
Merlin then demands a sacrifice from Lancelot — gives commissions to the 
two sons of Paul the Aleman, and takes Paul himself (to whom an especial 
charge is destined) to the city — The scene changes to the Temple Portress 
of the Saxons— The superstitious panic of the heathen hosts at their late 
defeat— The magic divinations of the Runic priests — The magnetic trance 
of the chosen Soothsayer— The Oracle he utters — He demands the blood of 
a Christian maid— The pause of the priests and the pagan king— The 
abrupt entrance of Genevieve — Crida's joy — The priests demand the Victim 
— Genevieve's Christian faith is evinced by the Cross which the Nun had 
himg round her neck — Crida's reply to the priests — They dismiss one of 
their number to Inflame the army, and so Insure the sacrifice — The priests 
lead the Victim to the Altar, and begin their hymn, as the Soothsayer 
wakes from his trance— The interruption and the compact— Crida goes 
from the Temple to the summit of the tower without— The invading march 
of the Saxon troops under Harold described — The light from the Dragon 
Keep— The Saxons scale the walls, and disappear within the town— The 
irruption of flames from the fleet — The dismay of that part of the army 
that had remained In the camp — The flames are. seen by the rest of the 
heathen army In the streets of Carduel— The approach of the Northmen 
nnder Gawaine — The light on the Dragon Keep changes its hue into blood- 
red, and the Prophet appears on the height of the tower— The retreat of 
the Saxons from the city— The joy of the Chief Priest— The time demanded 
by the compact has expired — He summons Crida to complete the sacrifice 
— Crida's answer — The Priest .rushes back into the Temple— The ofifering 
is bound to the Altar— Paul I the gleam of the enchanted glaive— The 
appearance of Arthur— The War takes Its last stand within the heathen 
temple — Crida and the Teuton kings— Arthur meets Crida hand to hand — 
Meanwhile Harold saves the Gonfanon, and follows the bands under his 
lead to the river side — He addresses them, re-forms their ranks, and leads 
them to the brow of the hill— His embassy to Arthur — The various groups 
in the heathen temple described— Harold's speech— Arthur's reply- 
Merlin's prophetic address to the chiefs of the two races— The End. 
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Flow on, flow on, fair Pable^s happy stream. 
Vocal for aye with Eld's first music-chaunt, 

"Where, mirrored far adown the chrystal, gleam 
The golden domes of Carduel and Romaunt ; 

Still one last look on knighthood's peerless ring. 

On mooned Dream-land and the Dragon King ! — 

n. 
Detain me yet amid the lovely throng. 

Hold yet thy Sabbat, thou melodious spell ! 
Still to the circle of enchanted song 

Charm the high Mage of Druid parable. 
The Fairy, bard-led from her Caspian Sea, 
And Genius, lured from caves in Araby ! 

ni. 
Tho' me, less fair if less familiar ways, 

Sought in the paths by earlier steps untrod. 
Allure — ^yet ever, in the marvel-maze. 

The flowers afar perfume the virgin sod ; 
The simplest leaf in fairy gardens cull. 
And round thee opens aU the Beautiful ! 
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rv. 
Alas ! the sunsets of our Northern main 

Soon lose the tints Hesperian Fancy weaves ; 
Soon the sweet river feels the icy chain, 

And haunted forests shed their murmurous leaves ; 
The bough must wither, and the bird depart. 
And winter clasp the world — as life the heart ! 

V, 

A day had pass*d since first thq Saxons fled 
Before the Christian, and their war lay still;. 

Prom mom to eve the Cymrian. riders spread 
Wher-e flocks yet gra^e on some reoaoter hSi^ 

Pale, on the walls, faat-siftking Famine waits,, 

When hark„ the droves come lowing thro* the g^ttee ! 

vr. 
Tet still, the corpse of Caradoc around. 

All day, and far into the watch of night. 
The grateful victors guard the sacred ground ; 

But in that hour when all his race of light 
Leave Eos lone in heaven, — earth's hollow hreaai 
Oped to the dawn-star and the singer's rest. 

vn. 
Now, ere they lowered the corpse, with noiselew tread 

Still 33 a sudden shadow^ Merlin came 
Thro' the arm'd crowd ; and paused before the dead. 

And, looking on the face, thrice called the name* 
Then, hushM thro' all an awed compassion ran. 
And all gave way to the old quiet man. 
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Por Cymri knew that of her children none 
Had, like the singer, loved the lonely sage; 

All felt, that there a father called a son 

Out from that dreariest void, — ^bereaved age; 

Porgot the dread renown, the mystic art. 

And saw but sacred there — ^the human heart ! 

IX. 

And thrice the old man kissed the lips that smilM, 
And thrice he callM the name, — then to the grave. 

Hushed as the nurse that bears a sleeping child 
To its still mother's breast, — the form he gave : 

With tender hand composed the solemn rest," 

And laid the harp upon the silent breast. 

X. 

And then he sate him down, a little space 

IVom the dark couch, atid so, of none took heed; 

But lifting to the twilight skies his face. 

That secret soul which never man could read. 

Far as the soul it missM, from human breath. 

Rose — ^where Thought rises when it follows Death ! 

XI. 

And swells and falls in gusts the funeral dirge 
As hollow falls the mould, or swells the mound; 

And (Cymri's warlike wont) upon the verge 
The orbed shields are placed in rows around; 

Now o'er the dead, grass waves ; — ^the rite is done ; 

And a new grave shall greet a rising sun. 
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TTT. 

Then slowly turned, and calmly moved the sage, 
On the Bard^s grave his stand the Prophet took. 

High o'er the crowd in all his pomp of age 
August, a glory brightened from his look ; 

Hope flashed in eyes illumined from his own. 

Bright, as if there some sure redemption shone. 

Thus spoke the Seer : '^ Hosannah to the brave; 

Lo, the eternal heir-looms of your land ! 
A realm^s great treasure-house ! The freeman^s grave ; 

The hero creed that to the swordless hand 
Thought, when heroic, gives an army^s might ; — 
And song to nations as to plants the light ! 

XIV. 

" Cymrians, the sun yon towers will scarcely gild. 
Ere war will scale them ! Here, your task is o'er. 

Your walls your camp, your streets your battle field ; 
Each house a fortress ! — One strong effort more 

For God, for Freedom — for your shrines and homes 1 

After the Martyr the Deliverer comes ! '' 

XV. 

He ceased ; and such the reverence of the crowd. 
No lip presumed to question. Wonder hushed 

Its curious guess, and only Hope aloud 

Spoke in the dauntless shout : each cheek was flushed; 

Each eye was bright; — each heart beat high; and all 

Banged in due ranks, resought the shattered wall : 
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Save only four, whom to that holy spot 

The Prophet's whisper sta/d :— of these, the one 

Of knightly port and arms, was Lancelot ; 
But in the ruder three, with garments won 

From the wild beast, — ^long hair'd, large limbM, again 

See Eliine's strong sons, the convert Alemen ! 

xvn. 
When these alone remained beside the mound. 

The Prophet drew apart the Paladin, 
And said, ^' What time, feud, worse than famine, found 

The Cymrian race, like some lost child of sin ^ 

That courts, yet cowers from death ; — serene thro' all 
The jarring factions of the maddening hall, 

xvin. 
'^ Thou didst in vain breathe high rebuke to pride. 

With words sublimely proud. 'No post the man 
Ennobles ; — man the post I did He who died 

To crown in death the end His birth began. 
Assume the sceptre when the cross He braved ? 
Did He wear purple in the world He saved ? 

TTT. 

" ' Ye clamour which is worthiest of command, — 
Place me, whose fathers led the hosts of Gaul, 

Amongst the meanest children of your land; 
Let me owe nothing to my fathers, — all 

To such high deeds as raised, ere kings were known. 

The boldest savage to the earliest throne I' 
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XX. 

" But none did heed thee, and in scornful grief 
Went thy still footsteps from the raging hall. 

Where, by the altar of the bright Belief 

That spans this cloud-world when its sun-showers fall. 

Assured at least thy bride in heaven to be, 

Genevra prayed — ^not life but death with thee. 

XXI. 

" There, by the altar, did ye join your hands. 

And in your vow, scorning malignant Time, 
Te plighted two immortals ! in those bands 
9 Hope still wove flowers, — ^but earth was not their jdlime; 
Then to the breach alone, resign^, consol'd. 
Went Gaul^s young herOi — Art thou now less bold ? 

XXII. 

'^ Thy smile replies ! Know, while we speak, the King 
Is on the march ; each moment that delays 

The foeman, speeds the conqueror on its wing ; 
If, till the hour is ripe, the Saxon stays 

His rush, then idly wastes it on our wall. 

Not ours the homes that burn, the shrines that fall ! 

xxnL 
"But that delay vouchsafed not — comes in vain 

The bright achiever of enchanted powers ; 
He comes a king, — ^no people but the slain. 

And round his throne will crash his blazing towers. 
This is not all ; for him, the mom is rife 
With one dire curse that threatens more than life j — 
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XXIV. 

''A curse, once launchM, which withers every leaf 
In victor/s crown, chills youth itseK to age ! 

Here magic fails — ^forover love and grief 
There is no glamour in the brazen page. 

Born of the mind, o'er mind extends mine art ; — 

Beyond its circle beats the human heart ! — 

XXV. 

" Delay the hour — save Carduel for thy king ; 

Avert the curse; from misery save thy brother ! '^. 
"Thrice welcome death/' cried Lancelot, " could it bring 

The bliss to bless mine Arthur ! As the mother 
Lives in her child, the planet in the sky. 
Thought in the soul, in Arthur so live I.'' 

XXVI. 

"Prepare,'' the Seer replied, "be firm I — and yield 
The maid thou lovest to her Saxon Sire." 

Like a man lightning-stricken, Lancelot reel'd. 
And as if blinded by the intolerant fire, 

Cover'd his face with his convulsive hand. 

And groan'd aloud, "What woe dost thou demand? 

xxvn. 
" Yield her ! and wherefore ? Cruel as thou art ! 

Can Cymri's king or Carduel's destiny 
Need the lone offering of a loving heart. 

Nothing to kings and states, but all to me ? " # 
" Son," said the Prophet, " can the human eye 
Trace by what wave light quivers from the sky ; 

VOL. in. H 
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xxvnL 
'' Explore some thought whose utterance shakes the earth 

Along the airy galleries of the brain; 
Or say, can human wisdom test the worth 

Of the least linTc in Patens harmonious chain ? 
All doubt is cowardice — all trust is brave- 
Doubt, and desert thy king; — ^believe and save/' 

XXIX. 

Then Lancelot fix'd his keen eyes on the sage. 
And said, " Am I the sacrifice, or she ? 

Bisks she no danger from the heathen's rage, 

She, the new Christian ? '* — '^ Danger more with thee ! 

Can blazing roofs and trampled altars yield 

A shelter surer than her father's shield ? 

XXX.' 

" If mortal schemes may foil the threatening hour. 
Thy heart's reward sliall crown thine honour's test ; 

And the same fates that crush the heathen power 
Eestore the Christian to the conqueror's breast ; 

Tea, the same lights that gild the nuptial shrine 

Of Arthur, shed a beam as blest on thine ! " 

"I trust and I submit,^' said Lancelot, 

With pale firm lip. " Go thou — I dare not — ^I ! 
Say, if I yield, that I abandon not I 
^Her form may leave a desert to my eye. 
But here — ^but here ! " — No more his lips could say, 
He smote his bleeding heart, and went his way I 
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TTTTT. 

The Enchanter^ thoughtful, tuxn'd, and on the grave 
His look relaxing feE. — '' Ah, child, lost child I 

To thy young life no youth harmonious gave 
Music ; — ^no love thine exquisite griefs beguiled ; 

Thy soul's deep ooean hid its priceless pearl ; — 

And he is loved, and yet repines 1 churl ! '^ 

And murmuring thus, he saw below the mound 

The stoic brows of the stem Alemen, 
Their gaunt limbs strewn supine along the ground. 

Still as gorged lions couchM before the den 
After the feast; their life no medium knows. 
Here, headlong conflict, there, inert repose 1 

XZZIV. 

" Which of these feet could overtake the roe ? 

Which of these arms could grapple with the bear ? '' 
^' My first-bom,^' answer'd Taul, '' outstrips the roe ; 

My youngest crushes in his grasp the bear/^ 
" Thou, then, the swift one, gird thy loins, and rise ; 
See o'er the lowland where the vapour lies, 

XZXV. 

"Par to the right, a mist from Sabra's wave ; 

Amidst that haze explore a creek rush-grown. 
Screened from the waters less remote, which lave 

The Saxon's anchored barks, and near a lone 
Grey crag where bitterns boom; within that creek 
Oleams thro' green boughs a galle/s brazen peak ; 

h2 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



100 KING iiBTHUE. 

xxrvT. 
''This gam'd, demand the chief, a Christian knight. 

The bear's rough mantle o'er his rusted mail ; 
Tell him from me, to tarry till a light 

Burst from the Dragon keep ; — then crowd his sail, 
Fire his own ship — and, blazing to the bay. 
Cleave thro' yon fleet his red destroying way ; 

xxxvn. 
''No arduous feat :. the galleys are unmanned, 

Moor'd each to each ; let fire consume them all ! 
Then, the shore won, lead hitherwards the band 

Between the Saxon camp and Cymrian wall. 
What next behoves, the time itself wiH show. 
Here counsel ceases ; — there, ye find the foe ! '' 

xxxym. 
Heard the wild youth, and no reply made he. 

But braced his belt and griped his spear, and straight 
As the bird flies, he flew. " My son, to thee,'' 

Next said the Prophet, "a more urgent fate 
And a more perilous duty are consigned ; 
Mark, the strong arm requires the watchful mind. 

"Thou hast to pass the Saxon sentinels; 

Thou hast to thread the Saxon hosts alone; 
Many are there whom thy far Ehine expels 

His swarming war-hive, — and their tongue thine own ; 
Take from yon Teuton dead the mail'd disguise. 
Thy speech their ears, thy garb shall dupe their eyes ; 
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XL. 

"The watch-pass ' VingdK' * wins thee thro' the van, 
The rest shall danger to thy sense inspire, 

And that qnick light in the hard sloth of man 
CoilM, till sharp need strike forth the sudden fire. 

The encampment traversed, where the woods behind 

Slope their green gloom, thy stealthy pathway wind ; 

XLL 

" Keep to one leftward track, amidst the chase 
dear'd for the hunter's sport in happier days ; 

Till scarce a mile from the last tent, a space 

Clasping grey crommell stones, wiU close the maze. 

There, in the centre of that Druid ring, 

Arm'd men wiU stand around the Cymrian King : — 

XLII. 

" Tell him to set upon the tallest pine 

Keen watch, and wait, until from Carduel's tower. 
High o'er the wood, a starry light shall shine ; 

Not that the signal, tho' it nears the hour. 
But when the light shall change its hues, and form 
One orb blood-dyed, as sunsets red with storm; 

xun. 
" Then, while the foe their camp unguarded leave. 

And round our walls their tides tempestuous roll. 
To yon wood pile, the Saxon fortress, cleave ; 

Be Odin's Idol the Deliverer's goal. 
Say to the King, 'In that funereal fane 
Complete thy mission, and thy guide regain ! ' " 
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xuv. 
While spoke the seer^ the Teuton's garb of mail 

The son of Fanl had donn^d^ and bending now^ 
He kiss'd his father's cheek.— ^^ And if I fail/' 

He mnnnur'd, " leave thy blessing on my brow. 
My father ! '* Then the convert of the wild 
Looked np to Heaven, and mntely blessed his child. 

XLV. 

'' Thou wend with me, proud sire of dauntless men,'* 
Besumed the seer :— '' On thine arm let my age 

Lean, as shall thine upon tAeir children ! " — ^Then 
The loreless savage — ^the all-giffced sage. 

By the strong bonds of will and heart allied ; 

Went towards the towers of Carduel, side by side. 

XLVL 

To Crida's camp the swift song rushing flies ; 

Bound Odin's shrine wild Priests, rune-muttering. 
Task the weird omens hateful to the skies ; 

Pale by the idol stands the grey-hair'd king; 
And, from without, the unquiet armament 
Booms, in hoarse surge, its chafing discontent. 

XLvn. 
Por in defeat (whe^ first that multitude 

Shrunk from a foe, and fled the Cymrian sword,) 
The pride of man the wrath of gods had viewed ; 

Beligious horror smote the palsied horde ; 
The field refused, tiU priest, and seid, and charm. 
Explore the offence, and wrath divine disarm. 
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XLvni. 
All day, all night, glared fires, dark-red and dull 

With mystic gums, before the Teuton god. 
And waved o'er runes which Mimer's tninkless skull 

Had whispered Odin — ^the Diviner's rod; 
And rank with herbs which baleful odours breathed. 
The bubbUng hell juice in the caldron seethed. 

TT.TT- 

Now towards that hour when into coverts dank 
Slinks back the wolf; when to her callow brood 

Veers, thro' still boughs, the owl ; when from the bank 
The glow-worm wanes ; when heaviest droops the wood, 

Ere the faint twitter of the earliest lark, — 

Ere dawn creeps chill and timorous thro' the dark ; 

About that hour, of all the dreariest, 
A flame leaps up from the duU fire's repose. 

And shoots weird sparks along the runes, imprest 
On stone and ehn-bark, ranged in ninefold rows ; 

The vine's deep flush the purpling seid assumes. 

And the strong venom coils in maddening fumes. 

LI. 

Pale grew the elect Diviner's alter'd brows; 

Swell'd the large veins, and writhed the foaming lips ; 
And as some swart and fateful planet glows 

Athwart the disk to which it brings eclipse; 
So that strange Pythian madness whose control 
Seems half to light and half efface the soul. 
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LIL 

Broke from the horror of his glazing look ; 

His breath that died in hollow gnsts away ; 
Seized by the grasp of unseen tempests^ shook 

To its racked base the spirit-house of clay; 
Till the dark Power made firm the crushing spell ; 
And from the man burst forth the voice of hell. 

T.TTT. 

'' The god — ^the god ! lo, on his throne he reels ! 

Under his knit brows glow his wrathful eyes ! 
At his dread feet a spectral Yalkyr kneels. 

And shrouds her face ! And cloud is in the skies. 
And neither sun nor star, nor day nor night. 
But in the cloud a steadfast Cross of Light ! 

LTV. 

" The god — ^the god ! hide, hide me from his gaze ! 

Its awful anger burns into the brain ! 
Spare me, spare me ! Speak, thy child obeys ! 

What rites appease thee. Father of the Slain ? • 
What direful omen do these signs foreshow ? 
What victim ask'st thou ? Speak ; the blood shall flow ! 

LV. 

Sunk the Possest One — ^writhing with wild throes ; 

And one appalling silence dusked the place. 
As with a demon's wing. Anon, arose. 

Calm as a ghost, the soothsayer : form and face 
Eigid with iron sleep ; and hollow fell 
Prom stonelike lips the hateful oracle. 
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LVI. 

^' A cloud, where Nomas nurse the thunder, lowers; 

A curse is cleaving to the Teuton race ; 
Before the Cross the stricken Valkyr cowers ; 

The Herr-god trembles on his columned base ; 
A virgin's loss aroused the Teuton strife; 
A virgin's love hath charm'd the Avenger's life ; 

Lvn. 
"A virgin's blood alone averts the doom; 

Eevives the Valkyr, and preserves the god. 
Whet the quick steel — she comes, she comes, for whom 

The runes glow'd blood-red to the soothsayer's rod ! 
king, whose wrath the Odin-bom array'd, 
Eegain the lost, and yield the Christian maid ! " 

Lvm. 
As if that voice had quicken'd some dead thing 

To give it utterance, so, when ceased the sound. 
The dull eye fix'd, and the faint shuddering 

Stirr'd all the frame ; then sudden on the ground 
Fell heavily the lumpish inert clay, 
Prom which the demon noiseless rush'd away. 

LIX. 

Then the grey priests and the grey king creep near 
The corpselike man; and sit them mutely dovm 

In the still fire's red vaporous atmosphere; 
The bubbling caldron sings and simmers on ; 

And thro' the reeks that from the poison rise. 

Looks the wolf's blood-lust from those cruel eyes. 
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So sat thqr^ musiDg fell ; — when hark^ a shout 
Bang loud from rank to rank^ re-echoing deep ; 

Hark to the tramp of multitudes without ! 
Near and more near the thickening tumults sweep ; 

King Crida wrathful rose ; '* what steps profane 

Thy secret thresholds, Father of the Slain ? '' 

' LXL 

Frowning he strode along the lurid floors, 

And loud, and loud the invading footsteps ring ; 

His hand impetuous flings apart the doors : — 
'' Who dare insult the god, and brave the king ? " 

Swift thro' the throng a bright-hair'd vision came ; 

Those stem lips falter with a daughter's name ! 

Lxn. 
Those hands uplifted, or to curse or smite. 

Fold o'er a daughter's head their tremulous joy ! 
Oh, to the natural worship of delight. 

How came the monstrous dogma — '^ To destroy !" 
Sure, Heaven foreshoVd its gospel to the wild 
In earth's first bond — ^the father and the child 1 

Lxm. 
While words yet fail'd the bliss of that embrace. 

The muttering priests, unmoved, each other eyed ; 
Then to the threshold came their measured pace : — 

"Depart, Profane," their Pagan pontiff cried, 
" Depart, Profane, too near your steps have trod 
To altars darken'd with an angry God. 
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LXTV. 

''Dire are the omens ! Skulda rides the clouds, 
Her sisters tremble* at the Urdar spring; 

The hour demands us — shun the vefl that shrouds 
The Priests, the God, tiie Victim, and the King." 

Shuddering, the crowds retreat, and whispering low. 

Spread the contagious terrors where they go. 

LXT. 

Then the stem Elders came to Crida's side. 

And from their lock'd embrace unclasped his hands : 

"Lo," said their chieftain, ''how the gods provide 
Themselves the offering which the shrine demands ! 

By Odiums son be Odin's voice obe/d; 

The lost is found — ^behold, and yield the maid ! " 

L3nrL 
As when some hermit saint, in the old day 

Of the soul's giant war with Solitude, 
Prom some bright dream which rapt his life away 

Amidst the spheres — ^unclosed his eyes, and viewed, 
'Twixt sleep and waking, vaguely horrible. 
The grisly tempter of the gothic hell; 

Lxvn. 
So, on the father's bliss abruptly broke 

The dreadful memory of his dismal god ; 
And, his eyes pleading ere his terrors spoke, 

Look'd round the brows of that foul brotherhood. 
Then his big voice came weak and strangely mild, 
''What mean those words ? — ^why glare ye on my child ? 
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LXVLLL 

''Do ye not know her ? Elders, she is mine, — 
My flesh, my blood, mine age^s youngest-bom ! 

Why are ye mute ? Why point to yonder shrine ? 
Ay,'' — ^and here haughty with the joy of scorn. 

He raised his front. — '' Ay, be the voice obe/d ! 

Priests, ye forget, — ^it was a Christian maid I " 

T.TTT- 

He ceased, and laugh'd aloud, as humbled fell 
Those greedy looks, and mutteririgly replied 

Paint voices, " True, so said the Oracle ! " 
When the arch Elder, with an eager stride 

Beach'd child and sire, and cried, '' See Crida, there. 

On the maid's breast the cross that Christians wear ! " 

T,TY. 

Those looks, those voices, thriU'd thro' Genevieve, 
With fears as yet vague, shapeless, undefined ; 

''Pather," she murmur'd, ''Pather, let us leave 
These dismal precincts ; how those eyes unkind 

Preeze to my soul ; sweet father, let us go ; 

My heart to thine would speak! why frown'st thou so ?' 

LXXI. 

''Tear from thy breast that sign, unhappy one I 
Sign to thy country's wrathful gods accurst ! 

Back, priests of Odin, I am Odin's son. 

And she my daughter; in my war-shield nurst, 

Eear'd at your altars ! Trample down the sign, 

O child, and say — ^the Saxon's God is mine ! " 
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Lxxn. 
Infant, who came to bid a war relent. 

And rob ambition of its carnage-prize. 
Is it on thee those sombre brows are bent ? 

Por thee the death-greed in those ravening eyes ? 
Thy task undone, thy gentle prayer unspoken ? 
Ay, press the cross : it is the martyr's token ! 

Lxxai. 
She pressed the cross with one j5rm faithful hand, 

While one — {that trembled !) — clasped her father's knees; 
As clings a wretch, that sinks in sight of land. 

To reeds swept with him down the weltering seas. 
And murmur* d, ^^ Pardon ; Him whose agony 
Was earth's salvation, I may not deny ! 

LXXIV. 

" Him who gave God the name I give to thee, 
^Father,' — in Him, in Christ, is my belief! '' 

Then Crida turned unto the priests, — " Ye see,'' 
Smiling, he said, " that I have done with grief : 

Behold the victim I be the God obeyed ! 

The son of Odin dooms the Christian maid ! '' 

LXXV. 

He said, and from his robe he wrenched the hand. 
And, where the gloom was darkest, stalk'd away. 

But whispering low, still pause the hellish band ; 
And dread lest Nature yet redeem the prey. 

And deem it wise against such chance to arm 

The priesthood's puissance with the host's alarm ; 
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LXXYI. 

To bruit abroad the dark oracular threats^ 

rrom which the Virgin's blood alone can save ; 

Gird with infuriate fears the murtherous net«^ 
And plant an army to secure a grave ; 

The whispers cease — ^the doors one gleam of day 

Give — and then dose ;— the blood hound slinks away. 

ULXVIL 

Around the victim — ^where, with wandering hand^ 
Thro' her blind tears^ she seems to search thro' space 

For him who had forsaken^ — circling stand 
The solemn butchers ; calm in every face 

And death in every heart ; till from the belt 

Stretch'd one lean hand and grasp'd her where she knelt. 

LXXYm. 

And her wild shriek went forth and smote the shrine. 
Which echo'd, shrilling back the sharp despair^ 

Thro' the waste gaps between the shafts of pine 
To the' unseen father's ear. Before the glare 

Of the weird fire, the sacrifice they chain 

To stones impress'd with rune and shamble-stain. 

T^TITTT, 

Then wait (for so their formal rites compel) 
Till from the trance that still his senses seals. 

Awakes the soothsayer of the oracle ; 

At length with tortured spasms, and slowly, steals 

Back the reluctant life — slow as it creeps 

To one hard-rescued from the drowning deeps. 
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^ LXXX. 

And when &oin dim^ uncertain^ swimming eyes 
The gaunt long fingers put the shaggy hair. 

And on the priests, the shrine, the sacrifice. 
Dwelt the fix'd stenmess of the ^assy stare. 

Before the god they led the demon-man, 

And, circling i^ound the two, their hymn began. 

So rapt in their remorseless ecstasy. 
They did not hear the quick steps at the door. 

Nor that loud knock, nor that impatient cry; 

TlU shook, — iill crasVd, the portals on the floor, — 

OrashM to the strong hand of the fiery thsHie; 

And Harold^s stride came clanging up the fane.-^ 

T.TTTTT- 

But &om his side bounded a shape as light 
As forms that glide thro' Elfheim's limber air ; 

Swift; to the shrine — where on those robes of white 
The gloomy hell fires scowFd their sullen glare. 

Thro' the death-chaunting choir, — she sprang, — she prest. 

And bow'd her head upon the victim's breast ; 

And cried, " With thee, with thee, to live or die. 
With thee, my Genevieve ! " the Elders raised 

Their hands iu wrath, when from as stem an eye 
And brow erect as theirs, they shrunk amazed — 

And Harold spoke, " Ye priests of Odin, hear ! 

Your gods are mine, their voices I revere. 
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LXXXIV. ^ 

"Voices in winds, in groves, in hollow caves. 

Oracular dream, or runic galdra sought ; 
But ages ere from Don's ancestral waves 

Such wizard signs the Scythian Odin brought, 
A voice that needs no priesthood's sacred art. 
Some earUer God placed in the human heart. 

LXXXV. 

" I bow to channs that doom embattled walls ; 

To dreams revealing no unworthy foe; 
A warrior's god in Glory's clarion calls ; 

Where war-steeds snort, and hurtling standards flow ; 
But when weak women for strong men must die. 
My Man's proud nature gives your Gods the lie ! 

LXXXVZ, 

" If, — ^not yon seer by fumes and dreams beguil'd. 
But, Odin's self stood where his image stands. 

Against the god I would protect my child ! 

Ha, Crida I — come I — thy child in chains ! — those hands 

Lifted to smite ! — and thou, whose kingly bann 

Arms nations, — ^wake, O statue, into man ! " 

T.TTTV TT. 

For from his lair, and to his liegeman's side 

Had Crida listening strode : When ceased the Thane, 

His voice, comprest and tremulous, repUed, — 

" The life thou plead'st for doth these shrines profane. 

In Odin's son a father lives no more : 

Yon maid adores the God our foes adore." 
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LXXXVlil. 

" And I — and I, stem king ! " — Genevia aries, 
^* Her God is mine, and if that faith is cdme. 

Be just — and take a twofold sacrifice ! ** 

'' Cease/' oied the Thane, — ''is this, ye Powers, a time 

For kings and chiefs to lean on idle blades, — 

Our leaders dreamers, and our victims maids ? 

'' Be varying gods by varying tribes addrest, 

I scorn no gods that worthy foes adore; 
Brave was the arm that humbled Harold's crest. 

And large the heart that did his child restore. 
To all the valiant Gladsheim's Halls undoae/ 
In Heaven the comrades were on Earth the foes. 

xo. 
'' And if our Gods are wrath, what wonder, when 

Their traitor priests creep whispering coward fears ; 
Unnerve the arms and rot the hearts of men. 

And filch the conquest from victorious spears P — 
Tes, reverend elders, one such priest I found. 
And cheer'd my bandogs on the meaner hound ! '' 

ZOL 

'* Be dumb, blasphemer,'' cried the Pontiff seer, 
'' Depart, or dread the vengeance of the shrine ; 

Depart, or armies from these floors shall hear 
How chiefs can mock what nations deem divine ; 

Then, let her Christian faith thy daughter boast. 

And brave the answer of the Teuton host 1 " 
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xcn. 
A paler hue shot o^er the hardy face 

Of the great Earl, as thus the Elder spoke ; 
But calm he answered, *' Summon Odin's race ; 

On me and mine the Teuton's wrath invoke ! 
Let shuddering fathers learn what priests can dream, 
And warriors judge if / their Gods blaspheme I 

xcnL 
" But peace, and hearken. — To the king I speak : — 

With mine own lithsmen, and such willing aid 
As Harold's tromps arouse, — ^yon walls I seek ; 

Be Cymri's throne the ransom of the maid. 
On Carduel's wall, if Saxon standards wave. 
Let Odin's arms the needless victim save ! 

XCIV. 

" Grant me till noon to prove what men axe worth. 
Who serve the War God by the warlike deed ; 
. Befose me this. King Crida, and henceforth 

Let chiefs more prized the Mercian armies lead ; 
Eor I, blunt Harold, join no cause with those 
Who, wolves for victims, are as hares to foes ! " 

xcv. 
Scornful he ceased, and lean'd upon his sword ; 

Whispering the Priests, and silent Crida, stood. 
A living Thor to that barbarian horde 

Was the bold Thane, — ^and ev'n the men of blood 
Eelt Harold's loss amid the host's dismay 
Would rend the clasp that link'd the wild array. 
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XOVI. 

At length out spoke the priestly chief, " The gods 
Endure the boasts, to bow the pride, of men ; 

The Well of Wisdom sinks in Heff s abode ; 
The LsBca shines beside the bautasten,* 

And Truth too oft illumes the eyes that scornM, 

By the death-flash from which in vain it warned. 

xcvn. 
" Be the delay the pride of man demands 

Vouchsafed, the nothingness of man to show ! 
The gods unsoften'd, march thy futile bands : 

TlU noon, we spare the victim ;— seek the foe ! 
But when with equal shadows rests the sun — 
The altar reddens, or the walls are won ! " 

xovm. 
^^ So be it,*^ the Thane replied, and sternly smiled ; 

Then towards the sister-twain, with pitying brow. 
Whispering he came, — '' Fair friend of Harold^s child, 

Let our own gods at least be with thee now ; 
Pray that the Asas bless the Teuton strife. 
And guide the swords that strike for thy sweet life/^ 

XODL 

'^ Alas ! '' cried Genevieve, '' Christ came to save. 
Not slay: He taught the weakest how to die; 

Por me, for me, a nation glut the grave ! 

That nation Christ's, and — ^No, the victim 1 1 

Not now for life, my father, see me kneel. 

But one kind look, — and then, how blunt the steel ! " 

i2 
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a 
And Grida moved not I Moist were Harold's eyes ; 

Bending, he whispered in Genevra's ear, 
"Thj presence is her safety I Time denies 

All words but these ;— ^hope in the brave; revere 
The gods they serve j-—J[>y acts our faith we test; 
The holiest gods are where the men are besf 

OL 

With this he tum'd, *' Ye priedts/' he call'd aloud, 
" On every head within these walls, I set 

Dread weregeld for ^the compact ; blood for blood ! " 
Then o'er his brows he dosed his bassinet. 

Shook the black death-pomp of his shadowy plume. 

And his arm'd stride was lost amidst the gloom»^^ 

en. 
And still poor Genevieve with moumfnl eyes 

Ghi£ed on the fiather, whose averted brows 
Had more of darkness for hersoul than lies 

Under the lids of death* 'The murmurous 
And lurid air buaz'd witha ghostlike sound 
From patient Murder's iron lip ;--^<and round 

cnzL 
The delicate form which, like a Psyche, seemed 

Beauty sublimed into the type of soul, 
IVesh from such stars as ne'er on Paphos beamed. 

When first on Love the. chastening vision stole, — 
The sister virgin coil'd her clasp of woe ; 
Ev'n as that Sorrow which the Soul must know 
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OIV. 

TOl Soul aud Love meet ne¥er more' to pact. 

At last^ from tmder hisf wide maotLe^S) fold; 
The strainM arms locked ob his load-heating heart> 

(As if the anguish wMch the king controlTd^ 
The man could stifle,) — Crida tossed on high;?-- 
And nature conquered in the fatiieii^srery ! 

ov. 
Over the kneeling form swept his gr6y hair ; 

On the soft upturned. eyes prest hia wild 1ms y 
And then recoiling^ with a Uvid stare. 

He faced the priests> and muttered " Dotage- this ! 
Crida is old, — come — come/' and from the ring 
BeckouM their chief,. and went forth tottering. 

CVI, 

Out of the fane, up where the stair of pine 
Wound to the summit of the campus rough tower, 

King Crida passM. On momg armour shine 
The healthful beams of the fresh morning hour y 

He hears^ the barVs shriU n^gb,^^the clarion's swells 

And half, his armies^ march to Caarduel. 

ovn.. 
Far in the van, like Odin's fatal bird 

Wing'd for its feast, sails Haarold's raven plume* 
Now from the city's heart a shout is heard. 

Wall, bastion, towOT> their steel-clad life resume; 
Par shout I faint forma! yet seem they loud and dear 
To that strain'd eyeball and that feverish ear. 
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cvin. 
But not on hosts that march by Harold's side, 

Gazed the stem priest, who stood with Crida there ; 
On sullen gloomy groups — discatter'd wide. 

Grudging the conflict they refused to share. 
Or seated round rude tents and piled spears ; 
Circling the mutter of rebellious fears; 

CIX. 

Or, near the temple fort, with folded arms 

On their broad breasts, waiting the deed of blood ; 

On these he gazed — to gloat on the alarms 
That made Mm monarch of that multitude ! 

Not one man there had pity in his eye. 

And the priest smiled, — ^then turned to watch the sky. 

ex. • 
And the sky deepen^, and the time rushM on. 

And Crida sees the ladders on the wall ; 
And dust-clouds gather round his gonfanon ; 

And thro' the dust-clouds glittering rise and fall 
The meteor lights of helms, and shields, and glaives ; 
XIp o'er the rampires mount the labouring waves ; 

CXI. 

And joyous rings the Saxon's battle shout ; 

And Cymri's angel cry wails like despair ; 
And from the Dragon Keep a light shines out, 

Calm as a single star in tortured air, 
To whose b'gh peace, aloof from storms, in vain 
Looks a lost navy from the violent main. 
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ozn. 
Now on the nearest wall the Pale Horse stands ; 

Now j5roni the wall the Pale Horse lightens down; 
And flash and vanish^ file on file^ the bands 

Into the rent heart of the howling town; 
And the Priest paling frownM upon the sun,— 
Though the sky deepen^ and the time rushed on. 

cxni. 
When from the camp around the fane, there rose 

Ineflfable cries of wonder, wrath, and fear. 
With some strange.light that scares the sunshine, glows 

O'er Sabra^s waves the crimsonM atmosphere. 
And dun from out the widening, widening glare. 
Like Hela's serpents, smoke-reeks wind thro^ air. 

CXIV. 

Forth lookM the king, appall'd ! and where his masts 
Soar'd from the verge of the far forest-land. 

He hears the crackling, as when vernal blasts 
Shiver Groninga's pines — " Lo, the same hand,^' 

Cried the fierce priest, " which swa/d the soothsayer's rod. 

Writes now the last runes of thine angry god ! " 

cxv. 
And here and there, and wirbelling to and fro. 

Confused, distraught, pale thousands spread the plain ; 
Some snatch their arms in haste, and yelling go 

Where the fleets bum ; some creep around the fane 
Like herds for shelter ; prone on earth lie some 
Shrieking, " The Twilight of the Gods hath come ! " 
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CXYL 

And the great glare hath redden^ o'er the town, 
AjxA seems the strife it gildeth to appall ; 

Mock back dim straggliiig Saxons, gazing down 
The lurid valleys firem the jagged waQ, 

Still as on Cnthite towers Chaldean seers. 

When some red portent flamed into the spheres. 

cxvn. 
And now &om brake and copse—from combe and dell. 

Gleams break ; — steel flashes ; — ^hdms on hehns arise; 
Faint heard at first, — ^now near, now thunderous, — swell 

The Gymrian mingled with the Baltic cries ; 
And, loud alike in each,-— exulting came 
War's noblest music-^a Deliverer's name. 

cxvnL 
'' Arthur ! — ^for Arthur !— Arthur is at hand ! 

Woe, Saxons, woe ! ^ Then from the rampart height 
Vanished each watcher; while the rescue-band 

Sweep the clear slopes ; and not a foe in si^t ! 
And now the beacon on the Dragon keep 
Springs from pale lustre into hues blood-deep : 

CXIX. 

And on that tower stood forth a lonely man ; 

Full on his form the beacon glory f^ll; 
And joy revived eadi sinking Gymrian ; 

There, the stiU Prophet watdi'd o'er Garduel ! 
Back o'er the waUs, and back thro' gate and breach^ 
« Now ebbs the war, like billows from the beach. 
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OXX. 

Along the battLemieiits swift crests aruse^ 
Swift followed by avenging^ smatjng bnmdis^ 

And fear and flight are in the Saxonxiies ! 
The portals vomit bands on hurtling bands;; 

And lo^ wide streaming o'er tike hdbns^ — ^again 

The Pale Horae flings on angry winds its mane I 

CXXL 

And facing still the foe^ b¥kt backward borne 
By his own men^ towers hi^ one kingUest chief; 

Deep thro' the diistance roll his shout of seom^ 
And the grand angu^h of a herofs grief. 

Bounded the Priest I — '^ The Gods are heard at last ! — 

Proud Harold flieth ;— and the noon ia past ! 

CXXII. 

Come, Crida, come ! '* Up as from heavy sleep 
The grey-hair'd giant raised his awful head.; 

Asj afl;er cahnest watery the swift leap 
Of the strong torrent rushes to its bed, — 

So the new pas^on seized and changed the form,, 

As if the rest had braced it for the storm. 

cxxm« 
No grief was in the iron of that brow ;, 

Age cramp'd no sinew in that mighty arm ; 
^' Go/' he said, sternly, "where it fits th^, thou :; 
• Thy post with Odin — mine with Managarm ! " 
Let priests avert the dangers kings must dare ; 
My shrine yon Standard, and my Children — iAeiteiJ " 
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cxxiv. 

So from the height he swept — as doth a cloud 
That brings a tempest when it sinks below ; 

Swift strides a chief amidst the jarring crowd ; 
Swift in stem ranks the rent disorders grow; 

Swift^ as in sails becalmed swells forth the wind^ 

The wide mass quickens with the one strong mind. 

CXXV. 

Meanwhile the victim, to the Demon vow'd. 

Knelt ; every thought wing'd for the Angel goal. 

And ev'n the terror which the form had bow'd 

Searched but new sweetness where it shook the soul. 

Self was forgot, and to the Eternal Ear 

Prayer but for others spoke the human fear. 

cxxvr. 
And when at moments from that rapt communion 

With the Invisible Holy, those young arms 
Qasp'd round her neck, to childhood's happy union 

In the old days recalls her ; such sweet charms 
Did Comfort weave, that in the sister's breast 
Grief like an infant sobVd itself to rest. 

cxivn. 
Up leapt the solemn priests from dull repose : 

The fires were fanned as with a sudden wind; 
While shrieking loud, "Hark, hark, the conquering foes! 

Haste, haste, the victim to the altar bind ! '' 
Eush'd to the shrine the haggard Slaughter-Chief. — 
As the strong gusts that whirl the fallen leaf 
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cxxvm. 
F the month when wolves descend, the barbarous hands 

Plunge on the prey of their delirious wrath, 
Wrench'd from Genevra's clasp ; — ^Lo, where she stands, 

On earth no anchor, — ^is she less like Faith ? 
The same smile firmly sad, the same calm eye. 
The same meek strength ;-^strength to forgive and die ! 

cxxix. 
" Hear us, O Odin, in this last despair ! 

Hear us, and save ! '' the Pontiff called aloud ; 
''By the Child's blood we shed, thy children spare ! '^ 

And the knife glitter'd o'er the breast that bow'd. 
Dropped blade; — fell priest! — ^blood chokes a gurgling 
Blood, — ^blood not CArisiian, dyes the altarstone 1 [groan; 

oxxz. 
Deep in the dogmbr^s breast it sank — ^the dart ; 

As if from Fate it came invisibly; 
Where is the hand ? — from what dark hush shall start 

Foeman or fiend ? — ^no shape appalls the eye. 
No sound the ear ; — ^ice-lock'd each coward breath ; 
The Power the Deathsman called, hath heard him — ^Death ! 

CXXXI. 

While yet the stupor stuns the circle there. 

Fierce shrieks — loud feet — come rushing thro' the doors ; 
Women with outstretched arms and tossing hair. 

And flying warriors, shake the solemn floors ; 
Thick as the birds storm-driven on the decks 
Of some lone ship — ^the last an ocean wrecks. 
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cxxzn. 
And whem on tumult^. tmnnlt whirled and vovs^A,. 

Shrilled crieB^ ^^The fires around us and behind^ 
And the last Fire-God and the. Elaming-Sword ! ^' ' 

And from without^ like that destroying wind 
In which the world shall pmsh, gridee and sweeps 
VicrBOB^T-Hswift-deavii^ thio' the: battle deep»^!~ 

cxxxm* 
YiCTOEYj by shouts of terrible rapture known^ 

Thro' crashing ranks, it drives in iron rain ; 
Borne on the, wings of fire it bla^s on ; 

It halts its storm before the fortress fane ; 
And thro' Uie doors^ and thro' the chinks of.pine^ 
Hames its red breath upon the paling ^mne,. 

CXXXIY. 

Housed to their demon courage, by the dread 
Of the wild hour, the priests a. voice ha^ve found ; 

To pioua horror show their sacred dead;^ 

Invoke the vengeance^ and explore &e ground 

When, Uke the fiend in monkish legends known^ 

Sprang a grim image on the altar stone ! : 

cxxxv* 
The wolf's hide bristled on. the shaggy breast, 

Over the brows, the forest buffalo 
With horn impending arm'd the grisly crest, 

From which the swart, eye sent its savage glow : 
Long shall the Saxon dreams that shape recall. 
And ghastly legends teem with tales of Eaul ! ^ 
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GXXXYL 

Needs here to tell, that when, at Merlin's hest, 
Fad. led to Harold's tent the Saxon maid. 

The wrathful Thane had chased the skulking priest 
[From the paled ranks, th^ evil Bode* disma/d :-*^ 

And &e grim tidings of the rite to come 

Hew lip to lip thro' that awed Heathendom. 

CXXXVIL 

Foretaught by Merlin of her mission there. 
Scarce to her father^s heart Gbnevra sprang 

Than (while most softened) -her nnpassion'd prayer 
Pierced to its human deeps; and, roused and stung 

By that keen pity, keenest in the brave, — 

Strength felt why strength is given, and rush'd to save t — 

oxxxvin* 
Amidst those qui(^ emotions half forgot, 

FoUoVd the tutored furtive Aleman ; 
On, when the portals crashed, still heeded not. 

Stole his light step behind the striding Thane. 
Erom coign to shaft the practised glider crept, 
A shadow, lost where. shadows darkest slept. 

OXXXIX. 

And safe and screened the idol god behind. 

He who once lurk'd to slay, kept watch to save ; — 

Now there he stood ! Ajid the same altar shrined 
The wild man, the wild god ! and igp the nave 

Flight floVd on flight; and near and loud, the name 

Of 'Arthue' home as on a whirlwind came. 
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OXL. 

Down from the altar to the victim's side, 

While yet shrunk back the priests — ^the savage leapt. 
And with quick steel gashed the strong cords that tied ; 

"When round them both the rallying vengeance swept j 
Baised every arm; — O joy ! — ^the enchanted glaive 
Shines o'er the threshold ! is there time to save ? 

GZLL 

A torch whirls hissing thro' the air, — ^it falls 
Into the centre of the murderous throng ! 

Dread herald of dread steps ! the conscious halls 
Quake where the falchion flames and flies along ; 

Tho' crowd on crowd behold the falchion cleave ! — 

The Silver Shield rests over Genevieve ! 

CXLIL. 

Bright as the shape that smote the Assyrian, 
The fulgent splendour from the arms divine 

Paled the hell fires round God's elected Man, 
And burst like Truth upon the demon-shrine. 

Among the thousands stood the Conquering One, 

Still, lone, and unresisted as a sun ! 

cxLm. 
Now thro* the doors, commingling side by side, 

Saxon and Cymrian struggle hand in hand; 
For there the war, in its fast ebbiug tide, 

Flings its last prey — there, Crida takes his stand ; 
There his co-monarchs hail a funeral pyre 
That opes WalhaUa from the grave of fire. 
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CXLIV. 

And as a tiger swept adown a flood 

With meaner beasts, that dyes the howling water 
Which whirls it onward, with a waste of blood 

And gripes a stay with fangs that leave the slaughter, — 
So where halts Crida, groans and falls a foe — 
And deep in gore his steps receding go, 

CXLV. 

And his large sword has made in reeking air 

Broad space (thro' which, around the golden ring 

That crownlike clasps the sweep of his grey hair,) 
Shine the tall helms of many a Teuton king ; 

Lord of the West — broad-breasted Chevaline; 

And TmricFs son of Hengist's giant line ; 

CXLVI. 

Fierce Sibert, throned by Britain^s kingliest river. 
And Elrid, honoured in Northumbrian homes ; 

And many a sire whose stubborn soul for ever 

Shadows the fields where England's thunder comes. 

High o'er them all his front grey Crida rears. 

As some old oak whose crest a forest clears, 

CXLVII. 

High o'er them all, that front fierce Arthur sees. 

And knows the arch invader of the land ; 
Swift thro' the chiefs — swift path his falchion frees ; 

Corpse falls on corpse before the avenger's hand; 
For fair-hair'd jElla, Cantia's maids shall wail; 
Hurl'd o'er the dead, rings Ehid's crashing mail; 
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CXLTIIL 

His follower's anns staim^d Sibert's might receivB^ 
And from the death-blow snatch liieir bleeding lord; 

And now behold, O featfol Genevieve, 

(yet thy doomed father shines the charmed sword. 

And shaking, as it shone, the gbrions bkde. 

The hand for very wrath the death dela/d. 

CTTtTT. 

*' At last, at last we meet, on Cymri's soil ; 

And foot to foot ! Destroyer of my dbrines. 
And murderer of my people ! Ay, recoil 

Before the doom thy quailing soul divines ! 
Ay — ^tum thine eyes,— nor hosts nor flight can save ! 
Thy foe is Arthnr — and these halls thy gravel '' 

GL. 

'^Flight,'' langVd the king, whoseglancehad wandered round. 
Where thro' the throng had pierced a woman's cry, 

'' Flight for a chief, by Saxon warriors crown'd. 
And from a Walloon !— this is my reply ! ** 

And, both hands heaving up the sword enonne. 

Swept the swift orbit round the luminous form ; 

OLL 

FuU on the gem the iron drives its course. 
And shattering clinks in splinters on the floor ; 

The foot unsteadied by the blow's spent force, 
Slides on the smoothness of the soil of gore ; 

Gbre, quench the blood-thirst ! guard, soil^ the guest ! 

For Freedom's heel is on the Invader's breast I 
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CLH. 

"When, swift beneath the flashing of the blade^ 

"When, swift before the bosom of the foe. 
She sprang, she came, she knelt, — the guardian maid ! 

And, startling vengeance from the righteous blow. 
Cried, '' Spare, oh spare, this sacred life to me, 
A father's life ! — I would have died for thee ! " 

/ cLm. , 

While thus within, the Christian God prevails. 

Without the idol temple, fast and far. 
Like rolling storm- wrecks, shattered by the gales. 

My the dark fragments of the Heathen War, 
Where, thro' the fires that flash from camp to wave, 
Escape the land that locks them in its grave ? 

CLIV. 

When by the Hecla of their burning fleet 

Disma/d amidst the marts of Carduel, 
The Saxons rush'd without the walls to meet 

The Vikings' swords, which their mad terrors swell 
Into a host — assaulted, rear and van. 
The foe scarce smote before the flight began. 

CLV. 

In vain were Harold's voice, and name, and deeds. 
Unnerved by omen, priest, and shapeless fear. 

And less by man than their own barbarous creeds 
AppaU'd, — a God in every shout they hear. 

And in their blazing barks behold unfurl'd. 

The wings of MuspelP® to consume the world. 

VOL. in. K 
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CLVL 

Tet still awhile the heart of the great Thane^ 
And the stout few that gird the gonfanon. 

Build a steel bulwark on the midmost plain^ 
That stems all Cymri, — so Despair fights on. 

When from the camp the new volcanoes spring. 

With sword and fire he comes, — the Dragon King ! 

CLvn. 
Then all, save Harold, shriek to Hope farewell ; 

Melts the last barrier ; through the clearing space. 
On towards the camp the Cymrian chiefs compel 

The ardent followers from the tempting chace; 
Thro* Crida's ranks to Arthur's side they gain. 
And blend two streams in one resistless main. 

CLvm. 
True to his charge as chief, mid all disdain 

Of recreant lithsmen — Harold's iron soul 
Sees the storm sweep beyond it o'er the plain ; 

And lofty duties, yet on earth, control 
The yearnings for Walhalla : — ^Where the day 
Paled to the burning ships — he tower'd away. 

CLIX. 

And with him, moumfal, drooping, rent and torn. 
But captive not — the Pale Horse dragg'd its mane. 

Beside the fire-reflecting waves, forlorn. 
As ghosts that gaze on Phlegethon — ^the Thane 

Saw listless leaning o'er the silent coasts. 

The spectre wrecks of what at mom were hosts. 
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CIX 

Tears rushed to buniing eyes, and choked awhile 

The trumpet music of his manly voice. 
At length he spoke : '^ And are ye then so vile ! 

A death of straw ! Is that the Teuton's choice ? 
By all our gods, I hail that reddening sky. 
And bless the burning fleets which flight deny 1 

CLXL 

" Lo, yet the thunder clothes the charger's mane, 
As when it crested Hengisf s helmet crown ! 

What ye have lost — an hour can yet regain ; 
Life has no path so short as to renown I 

Shrunk if your ranks, — when first from Albion's shore 

Tour sires carved kingdoms, were their numbers moreP 

CLXII. 

" If not your valour, let your t^rors speak. 

Where fly ? — what path can lead ye from the foes ? 
Where hide ? — what cavern wiU not vengeance seek P 

What shun ye ? Death ? — ^Death smites ye in repose ! 
Back to your king ; from Hela snatch the brave — 
We best escape, when most we scorn, the grave/' 

cLxm. 
Soused by the words, tho' half reluctant stiU, 

The listless ranks re-form their slow array. 
Sullen but stem they labour up the hill. 

And gain the brow ! — In smouldering embers lay 
The castled camp, and slanting sunbeams shed 
Light o'er the victors — quiet o'er the dead. 
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OLXIT. 

HosIiM waa the roar of war — ^fche conquered ground 
Waved with the glitter of the Cymrian spears ; 

The temple fort the Dragon standard crowned; 
And Christian anthems peal'd on Pagan ears ; 

The Mercian halts his bands — ^their front surveys ; 

No fierce eye kindles to his fiery gaze. 

CLXV. 

One dnll^ disheartened^ but not dastard gloom 
Qonds every brow, — ^like men compelled to die. 

Who see no hope that can elnde the doom. 
Prepared to fall bnt powerless to defy. 

Not those the ranks, yon ardent hosts to face I 

The Honr had conquered earth's all conquering race. 

CLZVI. 

The leader paused, and into artful show. 
Doubling the numbers with extended wing; 

'' Here halt,'' he said, '' to yonder hosts I go 
With terms of peace or war to Cymri's king." 

He tum'd, and towards the Victor's bright array. 

With tromp and herald, strode his bitter way. 

CLXvn. 
Before the signs to war's sublime belief 

Sacred, the host disparts its hushing wave. 
Moved by the sight of that renowned chief, 

Joy stills the shout that might iasult the brave ; 
And princeliest guides the stately foeman bri^g. 
Where Odin's temple shrines the Christian king. 
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OLXVllL 

The North's fierce idol, rolled in pools of blood, 
lies crushed before the Cross of Nazareth. 

Crouched on the splintered fragments of their god. 
Silent as clouds &om which the tempest's breath 

Has gone, — ^the butchers of the priesthood rest. — 

Each heavy brow bent o'er each stony breast. 

CLHX. 

Apart, the guards of Cymri stand around 
The haught repose of captive Teuton kings ; 

With eyes disdainful of the chains that bound. 
And fronts superb — as if defeat but flings 

A kinglier grandeur over fallen power : — 

So suns shine larger in their setting hour. 

CLXX. 

From these remote, unchain'd, unguarded, leant 
On the gnarl'd pillar of the fort of pine. 

The Saturn of the Titan armament. 

His looks averted from the altered shrine 

Whence iron Doom the antique Faith has hurl'd, 

Por that new Jove who dawns upon the world ! 

OLXXI* 

And one broad hand concealed the monarch's face ; 

And one lay calm on the low-bended head 
Of the forgiving child, whose young embrace 

Clasp'd that grey wreck of Empire ! All had fled 
The heart of pride -.—Thrones, hosts, the gods ! yea all 
That scaled the heaven, strewed Hades with their fall ! 
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But Natural Love, the honsdiold melodj. 

Steals tiiio' the dearth, — lesettUng on the breast; 

The bird letuming with Uie siloiced sl^. 
Sings in the ruin, and rebuilds its nest ; 

Home came the Soother that the storm exil'd, — 

And Crida's hand lay calm upon his child ! 

CLXnn. 
Beside her sister saint, Genevra kneeleih, 

Monming her father's in her Gonnk/s woes ; 
And near her, hushing iron footsteps, stealeth 

The noblest knight the wondrous Table knows — 
Whispering low comfort into thrilling ears — 
When Harold's plume floats up the flash of spears. 

CLXXIV. 

But the proud Earl, with warning hand and eye, 
BepeUs the yearning arms, the eager start ; 

Man amidst men^ his haughty thoughts deny 
To foes the triumph o'er his father's heart ; 

Quickly he tum'd — ^where shone amidst his ring 

Of subject planets^ the Hyperion King. 

CLXXV. 

There Tristan graceful — ^Agrafayn uncouth. 
And Owaine comely with the battle-scar. 

And Gerainf s lofty age, to venturous youth 
Glory and guide, as to proud ships a star. 

And Gawaine, sobered to his gravest smile, — 

Lean on the spears that lighten through the pile. 
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CCXXYI. 

There stood the stoic Alemen sedate, 

Bbcks hewn from man, which love with life inspired ; 
There, by the Cross, from eyes serene with Fate, 

Looked into space the Mage ! and carnage-tired. 
On -Sgis shields, like Jove's still thunders, lay 
Thine ocean giants, Scandinavia i 

cLzxvn. 
But lo, the front, where conqneet's auricle 

Shone, as round Genius marching at the van 
Of nations ; — ^where the victories of the soul 

Stamped Nature's masterpiece, perfected Man : 
Fair as young Honour's vision of a king 
Fit for bold hearts to serve, free lips to sing ! 

CLXxvin. 
So stood the Qiristian Prince in Odin's hall. 

Gathering in one, Eenown's converging rays ; 
But, in the hour of triumph, turn, from all 

War's victor pomp, his memory and his gaze ; 
Miss that last boon the mission should achieve. 
And rest where droops the dove-like Genevieve. 

CLXXIX. 

Now at the sight of Mercia's haughty lord, 
A loftier grandeur calms yet more his brow ; 

And leaning lightly on his sheathless sword. 

Listening he stood, while spoke the Earl : — " I bow 

Not to war's fortune, but the victor's fame; 

Thine is so large, it shields thy foes from shame. 
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CLZXX* 

*' Prepared for battle^ proffering peace I come; 

On yonder hills eno' of Saxon steel 
Semains^ to match the Cymrian Christendom; 

Not slaves with masters^ men with men would deal. 
We cannot leave yonr land, onr chieCs in gyves, — 
While chains gall Saxons, Saxon war survives. 

GIJCZXL 

^'Oor kings, onr women, and our priests release, 
And in their name I pledge (no mean return) 

A ransom worthy of both nations — Peace; 

Peace with the Teuton ! On your hills shall bum 

No more the beacon; on your fields, no more 

The steed of Hengist plunge its hoofs in gore. 

cLzzzn. 
''Peace while this race remains — (our sons, alas. 

We cannot bind I) Peace with the Mercian men ; 
This is the ransom. Take it, and we pass 

Friends from a foeman's soil ; reject it, — ^then 
Firm to this land we cling, as if our own. 
Till the last Saxon falls, or Cymri's throne ! " 

CLXxxm. 
Abrupt upon the audience dies the voice. 

And varying passions stir the murmurous groups ; 
Here, to the wiser ; there, the haughtier choice : 

Touth rears its crest; but age foreboding droops; 
Chiefs yearn for fame; the crowds to safety cling ; 
The murmurs hush, and thus replies the King : — 
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CliXXXIV. 

" Foe, thy proud speech offends no manly ear. 

So would I speak, conld our conditions change. 
Peace gives no shame, where war has brought no fear; 

"We fought for freedom, — ^we disdain revenge ; 
The freedom won, no cause for war remains. 
And loyal Honour binds more fast than chains. 

CLXXXV. 

"The Peace thus proffered, with accustomed rites. 
Hostage and oath, confirm, ye Teuton kings. 

And ye are free ! "Where we, the Christians, fight. 
Our Valkyrs sail with healing on their wings ; 

We shed no blood but for our fatherland ! — 

And so, frank soldier, take this soldier's hand I " 

CLXXXYL ' 

Low o'er that conquering hand, the high-soul'd foe 
Bow'd the war plumed upon his raven crest ; 

Caught from those kingly words, one generous glow 
Chaced Hate's last twilight from each Cymrian breast ; 

Humbled, the captives hear the fetters fall. 

Power's tranquil shadow — mercy, awes them all ! 

CLXxxyn. 
Dark scowl the Priests ; — with vengeance priestcraft diesl 

Slow looks, where Pride yet struggles, Crida rears; 
On Crida's child rest Arthur's soffning eyes ; 

And Crida's child is weeping happy tears ; 
And Lancelot, closer at Genevra's side. 
Pales at the compact that may lose the bride. 
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CLXXXVUL 

When from the altar by the holy rood, 

Ck)me the deep accents of the Cymrian Mage, 

Sublimely bending o'er the mnltitade 
Thought's Atlas temples crownM with GHtan age. 

O'er Druid robes the beard's broad silver streams. 

As when the vision rose on virgin dreams. 

CLXXXIX. 

" Hearken, ye Scythia's and Cimmeria's sons. 
Whose sires alike by golden rivers dwelt. 

When sate the Asas on their hunter thrones ; 
When Orient vales rejoiced the shepherd Celt ; 

While Eve's young races towards each other drawn, 

Boved lingering round the Eden gates of dawn. 

cxa 
" Still the old brother-bond in these new homes. 

After long woes, shall bind your kindred races ; 
Here, the same Ood shall find the sacred domes ; 

And the same land-marks bound your resting-places. 
What time, o'er realms to Heus and Thor unknown. 
Both Gelt and Saxon rear their common throne. 

CZCL 

" Meanwhile, revere the Word the viewless Hand 
Writes on the leaves of kingdom-dooming stars ; 

Thro' Prydain's Isle of Pines, from sea to land. 
Where yet Eome's eagle leaves the thunder scars. 

The sceptre sword of Saxon kings shall reach. 

And new-bom nations speak the Teuton's speech; 
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CXdl. 

''All save thy motmtaiii empire. Dragon king ! 

All save the Cymrian^s Ararat — Wild Wales 1 " 
Here Cymrian bards to fame and God shall sing — 

Here Cymrian freemen breathe the hardy gales, 
And the same race that Hens the Guardian led. 
Base from these graves — when God awakes the dead I " 

cxcm. 
The Prophet paused, and all that pomp of plames 

BoVd as the harvest which the south wind heaves. 
When, while the breeze disturbs, the beam illumes. 

And blessings gladden in the trembling sheaves. 
He paused, and thus renewed : ''Thrice happy, ye 
Founders of shrines and sires of kings to be I 

cxciv. 
" Hear, Harold, ^rpe of the strong Saxon soul. 

Supple to truth, untameable by force, 
Thy dauntless blood thro' Gwynedd's chiefs shall roll," 

Thro' Scotland's monarchs take its fiery course. 
And flow with Arthur's, in the later days. 
Thro' Ocean-CsBsars, either zone obeys. 

cxcv. 
"Man of the manly heart, reward the foe 

Who braved thy sword, and yet forbore thy breast. 
Who loved thy child, yet could the love forego 

And give the sire ; — ^thy looks supply the rest, 
I read thine answer in thy generous glance I 
Stand forth — ^bold child of Christian Chevisaunce 1 " 
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CZCVI. 

Then might je see a sight for smiles and tears^ 
Young Lancelot's hand in Harold's cordial grasp. 

While from his breast the frank-eyed father rears 
The cheek that glows beneath the arms that clasp; 

'* Shrink'st thou,'' he said, '* from bonds by fate revealed ? — 

Gro— ^rock my grandson in the Cymrian's shield ! '' 

cxom. 
'* And ye/' the solemn voice resumed, '' O kings ! 

Hearken, Pendragon, son of Odin hear ! 
There is a mystery in the heart of things. 

Which Truth and Falsehood, seek alike with fear. 
To Truth from heaven, to Falsehood breathed from hell. 
Comes yet to both the unquiet oracle. 

GZOVlll. 

'^ Not vainly, Grida, priest, and rune, and dream. 
Warned thee of fates commingling into one 

The silver river and the mountain stream ; 
From Odin's daughter and Pendragon's son, 

Shall rise the royalties of farthest years 

Bom to the birthright of the Saxon spears. 

CXCIZ. 

^' The bright decree that seem'd a curse to hate. 

Blesses both races when fulfill'd by love; 
From Cymri's Dragon England's power shall date. 

And peace be bom to Cymri from the Dove.** 
Eternal links let nuptial garlands weave. 
And Cymri's queen be Saxon Gtenevieve ! " 
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ca 
Perplex'd, reluctant with the pangs of pride. 

And shadowy doubts from dark religion thrown. 
Stem Crida lingering tum'd his facQ aside; 

Then rise the elders from the idle stone ; 
From fallen chains the kindred Teutons spring. 
Low murmurs rustle round the moody king ; 

OCI. 

On priest and warrior, while they whisper, dwells 
The searching light of that imperious eye; 

Warrior and priest, the prophet word compels; 
And overmasters like a destiny— 

When towards the maid the radiant conqueror drew. 

And said, '* Enslaver, it is mine to sue ! ^' 

ocn. 
To Crida, then, '' Proud chief, I do confess 

The loftier attribute 'tis thine to boast. 
The pride of kings is in the power to bless. 

The kingliest hand is that which gives the most ; 
Priceless the gift I ask thee to bestow, — 
But doubly royal is a generous foe ! '* 

ocin. 
Then forth — subdued, yet stately, Crida came. 

And the last hold in that rude heart was won : 
"Hero, thy conquest makes no more my shame. 

He shares thy glory who can call thee ' Son I ' 
So may this love-knot bind and bless the lands I '^ 
Faltering he spoke — and joinM the plighted hands. 
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OOIV. 

There flock the hosts as to a holy ground, 

There, where the dove at last may fold the wing ! 

His mission ended, and his labours crownM, 
Fair as in fable stands the Dragon King — 

Below the Cross, and by his prophet's side. 

With CardueFs knighthood kneeling round his bride. 

cov. 
What gallant deeds in gentle lists were done. 

What lutes made joyaunce sweet in jasmine bowers. 
Let others tell : — Slow sets the summ^ sun ; 

Slow fall the mists, and closing, droop the flowers ; 
Faint in the gloaming dies the vesper bell, — 
And Dream-land sleeps round golden GardueL 
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NOTES TO BOOK XII. 



1.— Page 101, Stanza zl. 

** The waich^pass * Ymg6lf* wins ihu thro* the vcm, 

Ving6lp. Literally, "The Abode of Friends;" the name for the 
place in which the heavenly goddesses assemble. 

2.— Page 104, Stanza lir. 
What rites appease iheCf PaOwr of the Slain t 
Father of the Slain, Yalfader.— Odin. 

8.— Page 107, Stanza Izir. 

Mer sietere tremble at the Urdar spring ; 

*'Her sisters tremble/' &c., that is, the other two Fates (the IVesent 
and the Past) tremble at the Well of Life. 

4.— Page lis, Stanza Ixzxix. 

To all the vaUaivt Oladsheim^s JSaUs tmdoH; 

Gladsheim, Heaven; Walhalla, ("the Hall of the Chosen,*^ did not 
exclude brave foes who fell in battle. 

6.— Page 116, Stanza xcri. 

The Lasca shines beside the bcmtcuten, 

The SoiN LiBCA, or shining corpse, that was seen before the bautasten, 
or burial-stone of a dead hero, was supposed to possess prophetic 
powen, and to guard the treaauras of the gnr^ 
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6.— Page 121, Stanza cxziii. 

Thy post with 0dm — mine vM Managarm / 

Manaoaem, the Monster Wolf (symbolically, wab). *'He wiU be 
filled with the blood of men who draw near their end," Ac. (Pbosb 
Edda.) 

7.— Page 124^ Stanza czzxii. 

And the last Fvre-God, wnd the Fkmvng Stoord / " 

" And the last Pire-Qod and the Flaming Sword," Le., Siirtur the 
genius, who dwells in the region of fire (Muspelheim), whose flaming 
sword shall vanquish the gods themselves in the last day. (Pbose 
Edda.) 

8.— Page 124, Stanza czzzv. 

And ghastly legends teem with tales of Faul ! 

Faul is indeed the name of one of the malignant Powers peculiarly 
dreaded by the Saxons. 

9.— Page 126, Stanza cxxxvi. 
Prom, the paled ramies, that evU Bode dismaffd : — 
" Bode," Saxon word for Messenger. 

10.— Page 129, Stanza dv. 
The wings of MvjtpdL to cdfMfwme the wwld, 
MusFELL, Fire ; the final destroyer. 

11.— Page 139, Stanza cxcii. 
AU save the Oymrian*8 Ararat — WUd Wales/ 

" Their Lord they shall praise. 

And their language they shall preserve ; 
Their land they shall lose. 
Except Wild Wales I" 

. Pbophbct of Taliessin. 

12.— Page 189, Stanza cxdr. 
Thy dauntless hlood thro* Qwynedd^s chiefs shall roll, 

This prediction refers to the marriage of the daughter of Qriffith ap 
Llewellyn (Prince of Qwynedd, or North Wales, whose name and fete 
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are not unfamiliar to those who have read the romance of " Harold, 
the Last of the Saxon Kings") with Fleance. From that marriage 
descended the Stuarts, and indeed the reigning family of Great Britain. 

13.— Page 140, Stanza cxciz. 

From Oymr^t Dragon JSnglancPs power thaU date, 
And peace be bom to Oymrifrom the Dove, 

According to Welch genealogists Arthur left no spn; and I must 
therefore invite the believer in Merlin's prophecy to suppose that it 
was by a daughter that Arthui^s line was continued, and the royalty 
of Britain restored to the Cymrian kings, through the House of Tudor; 
from the accession of which House may indeed be dated both the final 
and cordial amalgamation of the Welch with the English, and the rise 
of that power over the destinies of the civilised world, which England 
has since established. The reader will pardon me, by the way, if I 
have somewhat perplexed him, now and then, by a similarity between 
the names of ** Genevieve " and ** Genevra." Both are used by the 
writers of the French Fabliaux as synonymous with Guenever ; and the 
more shrewd will perhaps perceive that the reason why the name of 
Lancelot's mistress has been made almost identical with that of 
Arthur's, is to vindicate the fidelity of the Cymrian Queen Guenever 
from that scandal which the levity of French romance has most 
improperly cast upon it, in connection with Lancelot. It is to be 
presumed that those ancient slanderers were misled by the confusion 
of names, and that it was his own Genevra, and not Arthur's Gtenevieve, 
who received Lancelot's homage. — ^But indeed my Lancelot is alto- 
gether a different personage from the Lancelot represented in the 
Fabliaux as Arthur's nephew. 
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COEN-FLOWERS. 



A OOLLECnOV OF FOEMS. 



The Corn-flower opens as the sheaves are rife, 
Song is the twin of golden Contemplation, 
The Harrest-flower of life." 



BOOK L 



l2 
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NOTE. 

Most of the Poems in this First Book haye been recently 
composed, and hitherto unpublished; and those which have 
appeared before, have been, some materially altered, all carefiilly 
revised. 

In the Second Book some Poems were written in early life, and 
have been but little altered ; others — chiefly of a more thoughtful 
character — are of later date, and are now printed for the first 
time. 
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CORN-FLOWERS. 

BOOK L 



THE FIEST VIOLETS. 



Who that has loved knows not the tender tale 

Which flowers reveal, when lips are coy to tell ? 
Whose youth has paused not, dreaming, in the vale 
Where the rathe violets dwell ? 

Lo, where they shrink along the lonely brake 

Under the leafless melancholy tree ; 
Not yet the cuckoo sings, nor glides the snake. 
Nor wild thyme lures the bee ; 

Yet at their sight and scent entranced and thrallM, 

All June seems golden in the April skies ; 
How sweet the days we yearn for, — tillfulfiWd: 
distant Paradise, 
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Dear Land to which Desire for ever flees; 

Time doth no present to our grasp allow^ 
Say in the fix'd Eternal shall we seize 
At last the fleeting Now? 

Dream not of days to come — of that Unknown 

Whither Hope wanders — ^maze without a due ; 
Give their true witchery to the flowers ; — ^thine own 
Yonth^ in their youth renew. 

Ayarice, remember when the cowslip's gold 

Lured and yet lost its gUtter in thy grasp. 
Do thy hoards glad thee more than those of old ? 
Those withered in thy clasp. 

From theBe thy clasp falls palsied. — It was then 

That thou wert rich — thy coffers are a lie ; 
Alas, poor fool, Joy is the wealth of men. 
And Care their penury. 

Come, foiled Ambition, what hast thou desired ? 

Empire and power ? — 0, wanderer, tempest-tost ! 
These once were thine, when life's gay spring inspired 
Thy soul with glories lost. 

Let the flowers charm thee back to that rich time 
When golden Dreamland lay within thy chart. 
When Love bestowed a realm indeed sublime — 
The boundless human heart. 
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Hark^ hark again^ the tread of bashful feet ! 

Hark the boughs rustling round the trysting place ! 
Let air again with one dear breath be sweet. 
Earth fair with one dear face. 

Brief-lived first flowers — ^first love ! The hours steal on 

To prank the world in summer's pomp of hue. 
But what can flaunt beneath a fiercer sun 
Worth what we lose in you ? 

Oft by a flower, a leaf, ia some loved book 

We mark the lines that charm us most; — Eetrace 
Thy life ; — ^recall its loveliest passage ; — ^Look, 
Dead violets keep the place ! — 
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THE IMAGE ON THE TIDB. 

Not a sound is heard 
But my heart by thine. 

Breathe not a word. 
Lay thy hand in mine. 

How trembling yet still. 
On the lake's dear tide. 

Sleep the distant lull. 
And the bank beside. 

The near and the far 

Intermingled flow ; 
The herb and the star 

Imaged both below. 

So deep and so clear. 
Thro' the shadowy light. 

The far and the near 
In my soul unite; 
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The future and past^ 

Like the bank and hill^ 
On the surface glassM 

Tho' they tremble still; 

Disturb not the dream 

Of this double whole; 
The heav'n in the stream 

On my soul thy soul. 

The sense cannot count 

(As the waters glass 
The forest and mount 

And the clouds that pass) 

The shadows and gleams 

In that stilly deep, 
Like the tranquil dreams 

Of a hermifs sleep. 

One shadow alone 

On my soul doth fall, — 
And yet in the one 

It reflects an AU. 
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IS IT ALL VANITY? 

Doubting of life, my spirit paused perplext. 

Let fall its fardell of laborious care. 
And the sharp cry of my great trouble vext 
XJnsympathising air. 

Out on this choice of unrewarded toil. 

This upward path into the realm of snow f ' 
Oh for one glimpse of the old happy soil 

Fragrant with flowers below ! 

For what false gold, like alchemists, we yearn. 

Wasting the wealth we never can recall, 
Joy and lifers lavish prime ; — and our return ? 
Ashes, cold ashes, all ! 

Could youth but dream what narrow burial-urns 

Hopes that went forth to conquer worlds should hold. 
How in a tomb the lamp Experience bums 
Amidst the dust of old ! — 
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Look back^ how all the beautiful Ideal^ 

Sporting in doubtful moonlight, one by one 
Fade from the rising of the hard-eyed Beal, 
Like Eairies from the sun. 

Love rendered saintlike by its pure devotion; 
Knowledge exulting lone by shoreless seas 
And Feelings tremulous to each emotion, 

As May leaves to the breeze* 

And, oh, that grand Ambition, poet-nurst. 

When boyhood's heart swells up to The Sublime, 
And on the gaze the towers of Glory, first 

Flash from the peaks of Time ! 

Are they then wiser who but nurse the growth 

Of joys in life's most common element, 
Creeping from hour to hour in that calm sloth 
Which Egoists call ' Content ? ' 

Who freight for storms no hopeful argosy. 

Who watch no beacon wane on hilltops grey. 
Who bound their all, where from the human eye 
The horizon fades away ? 

Alas for Labour, if indeed more wise 

To drink life's tide unwitting where it flows ; 
Benounce the arduous pabn, and only prize 
The Cnidian vine and rose 1 
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Out firom the Porch the Stoic cries ''For shame !" 

What hast thoa left us, Stoic^ in thy school ? 
** That pain or pleasure is but in the name ? '' 
Go, prick thy finger, fool ! 

Ne^er grave Pallas, never Mnse severe 

Cbarm'd this hard life like the free, zondess Grace; 
Pleasure is sweet, in spite of every sneer 
On Zeno's imnkled face. 

What gained and left ye to this age of ours. 
Ye early priesthoods of the Isis, Truth, — 
When light first glimmered from the Cuthite's towers ; 
When Thebes was in her youth ? 

When to the weird ChaldsBan spoke the seer. 

When Hades openM at Heraclean spells. 
When Fate made Nature her interpreter 

In leaves and murmuring wells ? 

When the keen Greek chaced flying Science on. 

Upward and up the infinite abyss ? — 
Like perished stars your arts themselves have gone 
Noiseless to nothingness ! 

And what is knowledge but the Wizard's ring 
Kindling a flame to circumscribe a ground ? 
The belt of light that lures the spirit's wing 
Hems the invoker round. 
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Ponder and ask again "what boots our toil? ^^ 
Can we the Garden^s wanton child gainsay, 
When from kind lips he cuUs their rosy spoil 
And lives life's holiday ? 

Life answers "No — if ended here be life. 

Seize what the sense can give — ^it is thine all ; 
Disarm thee. Virtue, barren is thy strife ; 

Knowledge, thy torch let faU. 

" Seek thy lost l^syche, yearning Love, no more ! 

Love is but lust, if soul be only breath ; 
Who would put forth one billow from the shore 
If the great sea be — ^Death ? '^ 

But if the soul, that slow artificer, 

For ends its instinct Teaxs/rom life hath striven, 
IFeeling beneath its patient webwork stir 

Wings only freed in Heaven, 

!nen and but then to toil is to be wise ; 

Solved is the riddle of the grand desire 
Which ever, ever, for the Distant sighs 
And must perforce aspire. 

Eise then, my soul, take comfort from thy sorrow; 

Thou feeFst thy treasure when thou feeFst thy load ; 
Life without thought, the day without the morrow, 
God on the brute bestowed ; 
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Lcmgnigs obscure as for a native climey 

night from what is to live in what may be, 
God gave the SoaL — ^Thy discontent with Time 
Proves thine eternity. 
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Oh (Evoe, liber Pater, 

Oh, the vintage feast divine. 

When the God was in the bosom 
And his rapture in the wine ; 

When the Eaun laughed out at morning ; 

When the Msenad hymned the night; 
And the Earth itself was drunken 

With the worship of delight ; 

Oh (Evoe, Uber Pater, 

Whose orgies are upon 
The hilltops of Parnassus, 

The banks of Helicon ; — 

How often have I hailM thee ! 

How often have I been 
The bearer of the thyrsus. 

When its withered leaves were green. 
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Then the boughs were pnrple-gjeaimng 
With the dew-drop and the star; 

And chanting came the wood-nymph^ 
And flashing came the car. 

Long faded are the garlands 

Of the thyrsus that I bore. 
When the wood-nymph chanted " Follow " 

In the vintage-feast of yore. 

My vineyards are the richest 

Falemian slopes bestow; 
Has the vineherd lost his cunning ? 

Has the summer lost its glow? 

Oh, never on Falemium 

The Care-Dispeller trod ; 
Its vine-leaves wreathe no thyrsus. 

Its fniits allure no god. 

For ever young, Lyseus ; 

For ever young his priest; 
The Boy-god of the Morning, 

The conqueror of the East, 

His wine is Nature's life-blood; 

His vineyards bloom upon 
The hilltops of Parnassus, 

The banks of Helicon. 
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But the hilltops of Parnassus 

Are free to every age; 
I have trod them with the Poet, 

I have mapped them with the Sage ; 

And FU take my pert disciple 

To see, with humble eyes. 
How the Gladness-bringer honours 

The worship of the wise. 

Lo, the arching of the vine-leaves ; 

Lo, the sparkle of the fount ; 
Hark, the carol of the Mseilads ; 

Lo, the car is on the Mount ! 

** Ho, room, ye thyrsus-bearers. 

Your playmate I have been ! " 
" Go, madman,^' laughs Lyseus, 

''Thy thyrsus then was green.^' 

And adown the gleaming alleys 

The Gladness-givers glide ; 
And the wood-nymph murmurs " Follow/' 

To the young man by my side. 
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BELIEF; THE UNKNOWN LANGUAGE. 

AN IDYLL. 

By summer-reeds a music murmnr'd low. 

And straight the Sh^herd-age came back to me ; 

When idylls breath'd where Himera's waters flow^ 
Or on the Hoemns hill^ or Ehodope;^ 

As when the swans, by Moschus heard at noon, 
MoumM their lost Bion on the Thracian streams ; t 

Or when Simsetha mnrmnr'd to the moon 
Of Myndian Delphis, :(— old Sicilian themes. 

Then softly turning, on the margent-slope 
Which back as clear translucent waters gave. 

Behold, a Shape as beautiful as Hope, 

And cakn as Grief, bent, singing, o'er the wave. 

To the sweet lips, sweet music seemM a thing 

Natural as perfume to the violet. 
All else was silent ; not a zephyr's wing 

Stirr'd from the magic of the charmer's net. 

• Theocrit Id. 7. f Moflch. Id. 8; Epitaph on Bion. t Theocrit. Id. 2. 
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What was the sense beneath the silver tone ? 

What the fine chain that linkM the floating measore ? 
Not mine to say, — the language WBsa unknowzi^ 

And sense was lost in undistinguished pleasure. 

Pleasure, dim-shadoVd with a gentle pain. 

As twilight Hesper with a twilight shroud ; 
Or like the balm of a delicious rain 

Pressed from the fleeces of a summer cloud. 

When the song ceased, I knelt before the singer 
And raised my looks to soft and childlike eyes. 

Sighing? "What fountain, O thou nectar-bringer 
Peeds thy full urn with golden melodies ? 

" Interpret sounds, Heb^ of the soul, 
Oft heard, methinks in Ida^s starry grove. 

When to thy feet the charmed eagle stole. 
And the dark thunder left the brows of Jove ! " 

Smiling, the Beautiful replied to me. 

And still the language flowed in words unknown ; 
Only in those pure eyes my sense could see 

How calm the soul that so perplexM my own. 

And while she spoke, symphonious murmurs rose ; 

Dryads from trees. Nymphs murmured from the riUs j 
Murmur'd Msenalian Pan from dim repose 

In the lush coverts of Pelasgic hills ; 

h2 
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Munnur^d the voice of Chloris in the flower; 

Bent^ nmrnmring from his car, Hyperion ; 
Each thing regained the old Presiding Power, 

And spoke, — and still the language was unknown. 

Dull listener, placed amidst the harmonious Whole, 
Hear'st thou no voice to sense divinely dark ? 

The sweetest sounds that wander to the soul 

Are in the Unknown Language. — ^Pause, and hark ! 
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Weaeily flaggeth my Soul in the Desert ; 

Wearily, wearily. 
Sand, ever sand, not a gleam of the fountain; 
Sun, ever sun, not a shade from the mountain ; 
Wave after wave flows the sea of the Desert, 

Drearily, drearily. 

Life dwelt with life in my far native valleys, 

Nightly and daily ; 
Labour had brothers to aid and beguile; 
A tear for my tear, and a smile for my smile ; 
And the sweet human voices rang out; — and the valleys 

Echoed them gaily. 

Under the almond-tree, once in the spring-time. 

Careless reclining ; 
The sigh of my Leil^ was hush'd on my breast. 
As the note of the last bird had died in its nest ; 
Calm lookM the stars on the buds of the spring-time, 

Calm— but how shining ! 
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Below on the herbage there darkened a shadow ; 

Stirr'd the boughs o'er me; 
DroppM from the almond-tree, sighing, the blossom; 
Trembling the maiden sprang up from mj bosom; 
Then the step of a stranger came mute thro* the shadow, 

Baueing befoie m& 

He stood grey with age in the xobe of a Dervise, 
Afi a king awe-compelling ; 
And the cold of his eye like the diaonond was bright, 
As if years from tdie hardness had fiishion'd the Hght, 
''A draught jfcom thy spring for theway-weiffy Dervfce, 
And xest in thy dwelling/' 



And my herds gave the milk, and my tent gave the ishelter; 

And the stranger spell-bound me 
With his tales, all the night, of the far world of wonder, 
Of the ocean of Oman with :pearls gleaming under ; 
And I thought, ^'0 how mean are the tenfs tsimple shelter 

■And the sraUeys around me 1 ^* 

I seized as I listenM, in Ifancy, tiieiaieacnires 

By Afdtes concealed ; 
Scared the sorpents that watdi in the xulns afar 
O'er the hoards of the Persian in lost Ohil-Menar ;**-- 
Alas, till tibat night happy youth had .more treasures 

Tlun 'Qrmus ^can yield. 
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Mom caiDe^ mi I irent with my guest iim)' the gorges 

In the rock hoUoVd ; 
The flodb bleated low as I passed ^em fimgrieTOg^ 
The aimend-btids strewed the sweet earth I was learaig; 
Slowly went Age ^o' the ^om of the gorgee^ 

Lighdy YoKth Mow'd. 

We won thro* the Pass-^the Unknown lay before me, 

' San-lighted and wide ; 
Then I tum'd to my guest, but how languid has tread, 
And the awe I had felt in his presoice was &ei. 
And I cried, ^'Can thy age in ihe journey before me 
Sffll keep by my side ? " 

'' Hope and Wisdom soon part ; be it so,'* said tiie Dervise, 

*' My mission is done/' 
As he spoke, came tibe gleam of the crescent and spear. 
Chimed the bdls of the camel more sweet and more near;-^— 
"Go,and march with iiieCanavan, youth,'* sigh'd the Dervise, 

'' Hace thee well I ** — ^he was gone. 

What profits to speak of the wastes I have traversed 

Since that early time ? 
One by one the procession replaping the guide. 
Have dropp'd on the sands, or have stray'd from my side ; 
And Z hear never more in the solitudes traversed 

The camel-bell's chime. 
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How oft I have yeamM for the old happy valley, 

But the sands have no track ; 
He who scom'd what was near must advance to the far, 
"Who forsaketh the land-mark jnust march by the star. 
And the steps that once part from the peace of the valley 
Can never come back. 



So on, ever on, spreads the path of the Desert, 

Wearily, wearily ; 
Sand, evar sand — ^not a gleam of the fountain ; 
Sun, ever sun— not a shade from the mountain ; 
As a sea on a sea, flows the width of the Desert, 

Drearily, drearily. 

How narrow content, and how infinite knowledge ! 

Lost vale, and lost maiden ! 
Enclosed in the garden the mortal was blest : 
A world with its wonders lay round him unguest ; 
That world was liis own when he tasted of knowledge — 

"Was it worth Aden P 
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THE KING AND THE WEAITH. 



Who art thou, who art thou, indistinct as the spray 
Easing up from a torrent in vapour and cloud ? 

Ghastly Phantom, obscuring the splendour of day 
And enveloped in awe, as a corpse with a shroud P 



King, my form is thy shade. 
And my life is thy breath ; 

Lo, thy likeness displayed 
In the mirror of Death ! 



My veins are as ice ! 'Tis my voice that I hear ! 

'Tis my form coming forth from the cloud that I see ! 
My voice ? — can its sound be so dread to my ear P 

My form P— can myself be so loathly to me ? 
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WBAITH. 



Never Man comes in sight 
Of himself till the last ; 

In the flicker of light 
When the fuel is past ! 



KING. 



Nay, avauilt, lying Spectre, my fears are dispelled. 
For the likeness that fooFd me is fading away, 

And I see, where the shape of a King was beheld. 
But the coil of ajx earthworm that jcreeps into day. 



WRAITH. 



As thy shade I began ; 

As thyself I depart; 
And thy last looks, Man, 

See the worm that thou art ! 
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LOVE AND DEATH. 

STBONG.as the eagle, 
O mild as thedovey 

How like and how uinlike 
Death and Love ! 

Knitting eaiPth to the heaven. 
The near to the far. 

With the «tep in the dusl^ 
And the c^e on the star. 

Ever changmg jcnir symbols 
Of light or of gloom; 

Now the rue on the altar. 
The Tose on the tomb. 

From Love, if the infant 
Beceiveth his ^breath, 

The love that gave life 
Yields .a subject to Death. 
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"When Death smites the aged. 

Escaping above 
Hies the soul re-deUver'd 

By Death unto Love. 

And therefore in wailing 
We enter onhfe; 

And therefore in smiling 
Depart from its strife. 

Thus Love is best known 
By the tears it has shed; 

And Death's surest sign 
Is the smile of the dead. 

The purer the spirit, 
The clearer its view. 

The more it confoundeth 
The shapes of the two ; 

For, if thou loVst truly. 
Thou canst not dissever 

The grave from the altar, 
The Now from the Ever ; 

And if, nobly hoping. 
Thou gazest above. 

In Death thou beholdest 
The aspect of Love. 
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THE POET TO THE DEAD. 
PART r. 

RETROSPECTION FROM THE HALTING-PLACE. 

Let me pause, for I am weary, 

"Weary of the trodden ways ; 
Ajid the landscape spreads more dreary 

Where it stretches from my gaze* 

Many a prize I deemM a blessing 

When I started for the goal, 
Midway in the course possessing 

Adds a burthen to the soul. 

By tlie thorn that scantly shadeth 
Erom the sloped sun reclined. 

Let me look, before it fadeth 
On the eastern hill behind ; — 

On the hill that life ascended. 
While the dewy mom was young ; 

While the mist with light contended 
And the early skylark sung. 
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Then, as when at first united, 
Eose together Love and Day ; 

Nature with her sun was lighted. 
And my soul with Viola ! 

O my yoimg earth's lost Immortal ! 

Naiad vanished from the streams ! 
Eve, torn from me at the portal 

Of my Paradise of Dreams ! 

On thy name, with Hps that quivej. 
With a voice that chokes,, I calL — 

WeU ! the cave may hide the river, 
But the ocean merges all. 

Yet, if but in self-deceiving^ 
Can no magic charm thy shade P 

Come unto my human grieving. 
Gome, but aa the human maid! 

By the fount where love was pHghted, 
Where the lone wave glassM the akies. 

By the hands that once united,. 
By the welcome of the eyes y 

By the silence sweetiy broken 

When the full heart murmur'd low ; 

And with sighs the words were spoken 
Ere the later tears did flow ; 
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By the blush and sah confession ;. 

By the wandeiings side bj side ; 
By the love denied possession -y 

And the heavenlier^ so denied ^ 

By the faith yet imdiverted > 

By the worship sacred yet ; 
To the soul so long deserted^ 

Come, as when of old we met ! 

Blooming as my youth beheld thee 

In the tiysting-place of yore, — 
Hark a footfall ! I have spell'd theey 

Lo, thy living smile once more 1 



PART IL 
THE MEBTINQ-MiACE OP OLD. 

Glides the brooklet thro' the rushes. 
Now with dipping boughs at play. 

Now with quicker music-gushes 
Where the pebbles chafe the way. 

Lonely from the lonely meadows 
Slopes the undulating hill ; 

And the slowness of its shadows 
But at sunset gains the rill ; 
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Not a sign of man's existence^ 
Not a glimpse of man's abode. 

Yet the chnreli-spiie in tlie distance 
Links the solitnde with Crod. 

All so quiet, all so glowing, 
In the golden hnsh of noon ; 

Nature's still heart overflowing 
From the breathless lips of June. 

Song itself the bird f orsaketh. 
Save from wooded deeps remote^ 

Mellowly and singly breaketh. 
Mellowly, the cuckoo's note, 

'Tis the scene where youth beheld thee ; 

"lis the trysting-place of yore ; 
Yes, my mighty grief hath spell'd thee. 

Blooming — ^living — ^mine once more ! 



PABTia 
LOVE UNTO DEATH. 



Hand in hand we stood confiding. 
Boy and maiden, hand in hand. 

Where the path, in twain dividing, 
Beach'd the Undiscovered Land. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POET TO THE DEAD. 177 



Oh, the Heb^ then beside me. 

Oh, the embodied Dream of Youth, 

With an angel's soul to guide me. 
And a woman's heart to soothe ! 

Like the Morning in the gladness 
Of the smile that lit the skies ; 

Liker Twilight in the sadness 
Lurking deep in starry eyes! 

Gaudier flowerets had efiiaced thee 
Li the formal garden set; 

Nature in the shade had placed thee 
With thy kindred violet ; 

As the violet to completeness 
Cloming even ere the day; 

All thy life a silent sweetness 
Waning with a warmer ray. 

So, upon the verge of sorrow 
Stood we, blindly, hand in hand, 

Whispering of a happy morrow 
Li that undiscovered land. 

Thou, meek one, fame foretelling. 
Grown ambitious but for me; 

While my heart, if proudly swelling. 
Beat — ah not for Fame, but thee ! 
VOL. in. 



I 
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In that summer-noon we parted^ 
Life ledundant ovex alL 

Once again — broken-hearted— 
When the antnmn leaves did fall. 

Meeting — ^life from life to sever ; 

Farting, — as depart the dead. 
When the dark '' Farewell for ever '^ 

Fades from marble Ups, nnsaid ; 

As upon a bark that slowly 
Lessens lone adown the sea,^ 

Looks abandoned Melancholy — 
Did thy still eyes follow me i 

Wilful in thy self devotion^ 
Patient on the desert shore, 

.Ghizing, gazing, till from ocean 
Waned thy last hope evermore. 

Gfentle victim, they might bind thee. 
But to fetter was to slay ; 

As a statue they enshrined thee, 
At a sepulchre to pray ; 

Bade the bloodless lips not falter ; 

Bade the cold despair be brave ; 
Yes, the next mom at the altar ! 

But the next moon in the grave I 
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Little dream'd they whjen they bore thee 

To the nuptial fon^al shrine^ 
That to MB they did restore thee^ 

And release thy soul to mine ! 

Well thy noble heart Blight smother 

Nature's agonizing cry, 
What can perjure to another 

Faith — ^if jSnn eno' to die ! 

Yet can ev'n the grave regain thee ? 

Gain as human love would see? 
Darling — ^Pardon, I profane thee ; 

Angela bend and comfort me I 



PAKT IT. 
LOVB AFTEB DEATH. 



Cold the loiterer who refuseth 

At the well of life to drink. 
Till the wave a sparkle loseth. 

And the silver cord a link. 

But the flagging of the forces 

In the journey of the soul, 
K the first draught waste the sources. 

If the first touch break the bowl ! — 

n2 
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On the snr&ce bright with pleasure 
Still thy distant shade was east; 

Ah ! the heart was where the treasure. 
And the Present with the Past. 

If from Fame, the all-deceiver. 
Toil contending garlands sought. 

Oft our force is but our fever. 

And our swiftness flight from Thought. 

Hollow Pleasure, vain Ambition, 
(Jive me back the impulse free — 

Hope that seemed its own fruition. 
Life contented but to be. 

When the earth with Heaven was haunted 
In the shepherd age of gold. 

And the Yenus rose enchanted 
Prom the sunny seas of old. 

Cease, not mine the ignoble moral 

Of an unresisted grief; 
Can the Ughtning sear the laurel. 

Or the winter fade its leaf ? 

Plowerless, fruitless, to the dying 
Green as when the sap began^ 

Bolt and winter both defying, — 
So be manhood unto man. 
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Once I wander'd forth dejected 

In the later times of gloom ; 
And the icy moon reflected 

0^ still shadow o'er thy tomb. 

There^ in desolation kneeling. 

Snows around me, stars above. 
Came that second world of feeling. 

Came that second birth of Love, 

When regret grows aspiration. 

When o'er chaos moves the breath; 

And a new-born dim creation 

Sising, widening, dawns from death. 

Then methonght my sonl was lifted 

Erom the anguish and the strife ; 
With a finer vision gifted 

Eor the Spirituals of Life ; 

Eor the links that, while they thrall us, 

Upward mount in just degree. 
Knitting even, if they gall us. 

Life to Immortality ; 

For the subtler glories blending 

With the common air we know. 
Angel hosts to heaven ascending 

Up the ladder based below. 
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Stniiglit eadi harsher iron dotj 
Did the sudden li^ iUnnie ; 

Ohy what streams of solemn beaoiy 
Take their sources in the tomb ! 



PAST V. 

THE PANTHEISH OF LOYE PASSING INTO THE IDEAL. 

Then I rose^ at dawn departing. 
Wan the dead earth, wan the now. 

Wan the &ost-beam diml j darting 
Where the corn-seed lurk'd below ; ' 

From that night, as streams dividing 

At the fountain till the sea. 
Wildly chafing, gently gliding, 

Life has twofold Hves for me ; 

One by mart and forum passing, 
Ver'd reflection of the crowd ; 

One the hush of forests glassing. 
Or the changes of the cloud. 

By the calmer stream, for ever 
Dwell the ghosts that haunt the heart. 

And the phantoms and the river 
Make the Poet- World of Art. 
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There, in all that Fancy gildeth. 

Still thy vamsh'd smile I see ; 
And each airy hall it bnildeth 

Is a votive shrine to thee ! 

Do men praise the labour ? — ^gladden'd 

That the homage may endure ; 
Do they scorn it?— only saddenM 

That thine altar is so poor. 

If the Beautiful be clearer 

As the seeker's days decline^ 
Should the Ideal not be nearer 

As my soul approaches thine P 

Thus the single light bereft me 

Fused thro' all creation flows ; 
Gazing where a sun had left mc 

Lo, the myriad stars arose ! 



PART VL 



THE MEMORY OP LOVE ASSOCIATES ITS CONSOLATIONS 
WITH ITS HOPES. 

Now the eastern hiH-top fadeth 

From the arid wastes forlorn. 
And the only tree that shadeth 

Has the scant leaves of the thorn. 
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Not A home to snnle before me. 
Not a Toice to cheer is heard ; 

Hush ! the thom-leayes tremble o'er me,- 
Harky the carol of a bird ! 

Unto air what charm is giyen? 

Angel, as a link to thee, 
Midway between earth and heaven 

Hangs the delicate melody ! 

How it teacheth while it chideth. 

Is the pathway so forlorn ? 
Mercy over man presideth. 

And — ^the bird sings from the thorn. 

Floating on, the music leads me. 
As the pansing-place I leave. 

And the gentle wing precedes me 
Thro' the lulled airs of eve. 

Stay, last of all the number 
Bathing happy plumes in light. 

Till the deafness of the slumber. 
Till the blindness of the night. 

Only for the vault to leave thee. 

Only with my life to lose ; 
Let my closing eyes perceive thee 

Fold thy wings amid the yews. 
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Hauk ! the awe-whisper'd prayer, '' God spare my mind ! ' 

Dust unto dust, the mortal to the clod. 
But the high place, the altar that has shrined 

Thine image, — ^spare, O God I 

Thought, the grand link from human life to Thee, 

The humble reed that by the Shadowy Eiver 
Sesponds in music to the melody 

Of spheres that hymn for ever. 

The order of the mystic world within. 

The airy girth of all things near and far ; 
Sense, tho' of sorrow, — ^memory, tho* of sin. 

Gleams thro^ the dungeon bar. 

Vouchsafe me to the last ! — ^Tho' none may mark 

The solemn pang, nor soothe the parting breath. 
Still let me seek for God amid the dark 

And face, unblinded. Death I 
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Whence is this fine distinction twixt the twain 

Bays of the Maker in the lamp of day 
Spiiit and Mind ? — strike the material brain 

And sonl seems hnrFd away. 

Touch bat a nenre — and Bratos is a slave ; 

A nenre^ and Plato driveb ! Was it mind^ 
Or sonl, that tanght the wise one in the caye^ 
The freranan in the wind ? 

If mind — Sonl 1 what is thy task on earth? 

If sonl — O wherefore can a touch destroy^ 
Or lock in Leth^^s Acherontian dearth^ 

The Immortal's grief and joy? 

Hark, how a child can babble of the cells 
Wherein, beneath the perishable brow. 
Fancy invents, and Memory chronicles. 

And Season asks — as now. 

Mapped are the known dominions of the thought. 

Bat who. shall find the paUce of the soul ? 
Along what channels shall the source be sooght. 
The well-spring of the whole ? 

Look round, vain questioner, — all space survey. 
Where'er thou lookest, lo,. how dear is Mind ! 
The laws that part the darkness from the day. 

And the sweet Pleiads bind. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



MIND AND SOUL, 187 

The thought, the will, the art, the elaborate power 
Of the Great Cause from whence the All began, 
Gaze on the star, or bend above the flower, 

Still speak of Mind to man. 

Bat the arch soul of soul — ^from which the law 

Is but the shadow, who on earth can see ? 
What guess cleaves upward through the deeps of awe. 
Unspeakable, to thee? 

As in Creation Uves the Father Soul, 

So lives the soul Ha breathed amidst the day ; 
Bound it the thoughts on starry axles roll. 

Life flows and ebbs away. 

If chaos smote the universe again, 

And new Chaldeans shuddered to explore 
Amidst the maddening elements in vain 

The harmonious Mind of yore. 

Would not God live the same ? — ^the Unseen Spirit, 
Whether that life or wills or wrecks Creation P — 
So lives, distinct, the god-spark we inherit. 

When Mind is desolation. 
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Fboh Heaven what fsuicy stole 
The dream of some good spirit^ aye at hand^ 
The seraph whispering to the exile sonl 
Tales of its native land ? 

Who to the cradle gave 
The unseen watcher by the mother's side. 
Bom with the birth, companion to the grave. 
The holy angel guide ? 

Is it a fable ?—'^ No ^' 
I hear Love answer from the sunlit air, 
^' Still where my presence gilds the darkness — ^know 
Life's angel guide is there ! '' 

Is it a fable P — Hark, 
Eaith hymns from deeps beyond the palest star, 
" 1 am the pilot to thy wandering bark. 
Thy guide to shores afar/' 
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Is it a fable P — sweet 
IVom wave, from air, from every forest tree. 
The murmur spoke, '' Each thing thine eyes can greet 
An angel-guide can be. 

" From myriads take thy choice, 
In all that lives a guide to God is given ; 
Ever thou hear*st some angel guardian's voice 

"When Nature speaks of Heaven ! '^ 
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Nat^ soother^ do not dream thine art 
Can alter Nature's stem decree ; 

Or give me back the younger heart, 
Whose tablets had been clear to thee. 

Why seek, fair child, to pierce the dark 
That wraps the giant wrecks of old ? 

Thou wert not with me in the ark 
When o'er my life the deluge roU'd. 

To thee, reclining by the verge, 
The careless waves in music flow ; 

To me, the ripple sighs the dirge 
Of my lost native world below. 

Her tranquil arch as Iris builds 
Above the Anions torrent roar. 

Thy life is in the life it gilds. 
Bom of the wave it trembles o'er. 
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For thee a glory leaves the skies 

If from thy side a step depart ; 
Thy sunlight beams from human eyes^ 

Thy world is in one human heart* 

Ahd in the woman's simple creed 

Since first the hdpmate's task began^ 
Thou ask'st what more than love should need 

The stem insatiate soul of Man. 

No more, while youth wifli v^nal gale 
Breathes o'er the brief Arcadia still; — 

But when the Wanderer quits the vale. 
But when the footstep scales the hill. 

But when with awe the wide expanse, 

The Pilgrim's earnest eyes explore, 
How shrinks the land of sweet Eomance, 

A speck — ^it was the world before ! 

And, hark, the Dorian fifes succeed 

The pastoral reeds of Arcady : 
Lo, where the Spartan meets the Mede, 

Near Temp^ lies — ^Thermopyl^ ! 

Each onward step in hardy life. 

Each scene that memory halts to scan, 

Demands the toil, records the strife,— ^ 
And love but once is all to man. 
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Weep'st thou, fair infant, wherefore weep ? 

Long ages since the Persian sung 
''The zephyr to the rose should keep. 

And youth should only love the young/' 

Ay, lift those chiding eyes of thine ; 

The trite, ungenerous moral scorn ! 
The diamond's home is in the mine. 

The violet's birth beneath the thorn; 

There, purer light the diamond gives 
Than when to baubles shaped the ray; 

There, safe at least the violet lives 
From hands that clasp— to cast away. 

Bloom still beside the mournful heart. 
Light still the caves denied the star; 

Oh Eve, with Eden pleased to part. 
Since Eden needs no comforter ! 

My soft Arcadian, from thy bower 
I hear thy music on the hill; 

And bless the note for many an hour 
When I too — ^am Arcadian still. 

Whene'er the face of Heaven appears. 
As kind as once it smiled on me, 

Fll steal adown the mount of years. 
And come — a youth once more, to thee. 
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From bitter grief and iron wrong 

When Memory sets her captive free, 
When joy is in the skylark's song. 

My blithesome steps shall bound to thee; 

When Thought, the storm bird, shrinks before 

The width of nature's clouded sea, 
A voice shall charm it home on shore. 

To share the halcyon^s nest with thee; 

Lo, how the faithful verse escapes 

The varying chime that laws decree. 
And, like my heart, attracted, shapes 

Each wandering fancy back — to thee* 
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« 

Methought I stood amidst a burial-place 

And saw a phantom ply the sexton^s trade^ 
Pale o'er the chamel bow'd the phantom's face^ 
Noiseless the phantom spade 
Gleam'd in the stars. 

Wondering I ask'd, ''Whose grave dost thou prepare?' 

The labouring ghost disdainful paused and said^ 
" To dig the grave is Death my father's care, 
I disinter the dead 
Under the stars." 

Therewith he cast a skull before my feet, 

A skuU with worms encircled and a crown. 
And mouldering shreds of Beauty's winding sheet. 
Chilling and cheerless down 
Shimmer'd the stars. 
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" And of the Past," I sigVd, '' are these alone 

The things disburied ? spare the dread repose. 
Or bring once more the monarch to his throne. 
To Beauty^s cheek the rose." 
Cloud wrapt the stars. 

While the pale sexton answered, '^ Fool, away ! 

Thou askst of Memory that which Paith must give; 
Mine is' the task to disinter the clay. 

Hers to bid life revive," — 
Cloud left the stars. 



2 
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An idyll scene of happy Sicily I 

Out from its sacred grove on grassy slopes 

Smiles a fair temple, vow'd to some sweet Power 

Of Nature deified. In broad degrees 

From flower-wreathM porticoes the shining stairs, 

Thro' tiers of myrtle in Corinthian urns. 

Glide to the shimmer of an argent lake. 

Calm rest the swans upon the glassy wave. 

Save where the younger cygnets, newly-pairM, 

Thro' floating brakes of water-liUes, sail 

Slowly in sunlight down to islets dim. 

But farther on, the lake subsides away 

Into the lapsing of a shadowy rill 

Melodious with the chime of falls as sweet 

As (heard by Pan in Arethusan glades) 

The silvery talk of meeting Naiades. 

Where cool the sunbeam slants thro* ilex boughs, 
The fane above them and the riU below. 
Two forms recline; nor, e'er in Arcady 
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Did fairer Manhood win an Oread's love. 
Or lift diviner brows to earliest stars. 

The one of brighter hues, and darker carls 
Clustering aild purple as the fruit o' the vine, 
Seem'd like that Summer-Idol of rich life 
Whom sensuous Greece, inebriate with delight, 
From Orient myth and symbol- worship brought 
To blue Cithseron blithe with bounding faun 
And wood-nymph wild, — ^Nature's young Lord, lacchus ! 
Bent o'er the sparkling brook, with careless hand 
From sedge or sward, he pluck'd or reed or flower. 
Casting away light wreaths on playful waves ; 
While, — as the curious ripple murmur'd round 
Its odorous prey, and eddying whirFd it on 
O'er pebbles glancing sheen to sunny falls, — 
He laugh'd, as childhood laughs, in such frank glee^ 
The very leaves upon the ilex danced 
Joyous, as at some mirthful wind in May. 

The othar, tho' the younger, more serene. 
And to the casual gaze severer far. 
To that bright comrade-shape, by contrast seem'd 
As serious Mom, star-crown'd on Spartan hills. 
To Noon, when hyacinths flush thro' Enna's vales, 
Or murmurous winglets hum 'mid Indian palms. 
Such beauty his as the first Dorian bore 
From the far birthplace of Homeric men, 
Beyond the steeps of Boreal Thessaly, 
When to the Bwart Felasgic Autocthon 
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The blue-eyed PalLis came with lifted spear, 
And^ her twin type oi the £Eiir-featiured North, 
Phoebus^ the archer with the golden hair. 
Bright was the one as Syrian Adim-ai, 
Charming the goddess bom from roseate seas. 
And while the oiha, lesming on his lyre. 
Lifted the azure light of earnest eyes 
From flower and wave to the remotest hiQ 
On whidi the soft horizon melted down, 
Ev'n so methottght had gazed EndymioB, 
With looks estranged from the luxuriant day. 
To the far Latmos steep— whare holy dreams 
Ni^tly renewed the kisses of the Moon. 

Entranced I stood, and held my breath to hear 
The words that seemM to waim upon their lips. 
As if such contest as two Ni^tingales 
Wage, emulous in music, on the peace 
That surely dwelt between them, had anon 
Forced its mellifluous anger : — 

Then I leam'd 
That the fair Two were (wphans, reared to youth 
Song and the lyre, where ringdoves coo remote. 
And loitering bees cull sweets in Hyblan deUs : 
And that their discord, as their union, grew 
Out of their rivalry in lyre and song. 
Therewith did each in the accustomed war 
Of pastoral singers in Sidlian noons 
Strive for his Bight, — (O Memory aid me now !) 
In the sweet quarrel of alternate hymns. 
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AVniSIXXL 

As the sunlight that plays on a 8trea^> 

As the zephyr that rustles a leaf> 
On my soul comes the joy of the beam. 

And a zephyr can stir it to grief. 

Whether pleasure or pain be decreed 

My voice but in music is heard ; 
By the, sunny wave murmurs the reed; 

From the sighing leaf carols the bird. — 



TJnto her hierarch Nature's voices come ' 
But thro' the labyrinthine cells of Thought, 

Not at the Porch, doth Isis hold her home. 
Not to the Tyro are her mysteries taught ; 

The secret dews of many a starry night 
Peed the vast ocean's stately ebb and flow ; 

The leaf is restless where the branch is slight. 

Still are the boughs whose shades stretch far below. 



ANTHIOS. 

As the skylark that mounts 
With the dawn to the sun, 

As the flash from the founts 
Of the swift Helicon, 
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Song comes ; — and I sing ! 

Wonldsi thou qnestuni me more? 
Ask the ware or the wing 

Wbj it sparkle or soar! 



Full be the soul if swift the inspiration ! 

The corn-flower opens as the sheaves are rife; 
Song is the twin of golden Contemplation^ 

The harvest-flower of life. 

The CSlond-compeller's bolt the eagle bears^ 

Bnt when the wings the strength divine have won. 

Foil many a flight aronnd the rock prepares 
The Aspirer towards the Sun; 

Progressive heights to gradnal effort given. 
Till, all the plumes in light supreme unfurFd, 

It halts; — and knits unto the dome of heaven 
This pendent ball— the World. 



Hail, hail, Kerides, 

Free Harmonia^s zoneless daughters. 
Whom abrupt the Mcenad sees 

By the marge of moonlit waters. 
Weaving joy in choral measure 
To no law but your sweet pleasure; 
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Wanton winds in loosenM hair 
Lifting gold that gilds the air; 
Say^ beneath what starry skies 
Lurk the herbs that purge the eyes? 
On what hill-tops should we cull 
The moly of the Beautiful ? 
What the charm the soul to capture 
In the cestus-belt of rapture. 
When the senses, trembling under. 
Glass the Shadow-land of Wonder, 
And no human hand is stealing 
O'er the music-scale of Peeling ? 

As ceased the question rose delicious winds 
Stirring the waves that kissM the tuneful reeds. 
And all the wealth of sweets in beUs of flowers ; 
So that, methought, out from all life, the Muse 
Murmur'd responses low, and echoed " Feeling I '' 

LTKEQENES. 

Divine Corycides, 
Whose chosen haunts are in mysterious cells. 
And alleys dim thro' gleaming laurel trees 
Dusking the shrine of Delphian oracles, — 
Under whose whispering shade 
Sits the lone Pythian Maid, 
Whose soul is as the glass of human things ; 
While up from bubbling streams 
In mists arise the Dreams 
Pale with the future of tiaraM kings — 
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Saj^ what the charm whidi from ambrosial domes 

Draws the Immortal to Time's brazen tow^s^ 
When on the soul die gentle Thunderer comes-— 

Gomes but in golden showers P 
When, thro' the sealed portals of the sense, 

Muent as air the Gloiy glides unsonght; 
And the s^ene effulgent Influence 

Sains all the wealth of heaven upoa i2ie thought P 

And as the question ceased, fell every wind. 

The ilex boughs drooped heavy as the hush 

In which the prophet Doves brood weird and calm 

Amid Dodonian groves ; — ^the broken light 

On crisped waves grew smooth; on earth, in heaven. 

The inexpressive majesty of Silence 

Passed, as some Orient sovereign to his throne. 

When all the murmurs cease, and every brow 

Bends down in awe, and not a breath is heard. 

Yet spoke that stillness of the Eternal Mind 

That thinks, and, thinking, evermore creates ; 

And Nature seemM to answer Poesy 

Prom her deep heart, in thought re-echoing ''Thought.^ 



ANTBI08« 

Thou, whose silver lute contended 
With the careless reed of Pan— 

Thou whose wanton youtii descended 
To the vales Arcadian, 
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At whose coming, heaveinlier joy 

Lighteth even Jove's abode. 
Ever blooming as the boy 

Thro' thine ages as the god ; x 
Pair Apollo, if the singer 
Be like thee the gladness-bringer ; 
If the nectar he distil 
Make the worn earth youthful still ; 
As thyself when thou wert driven 
To the Temp^ from the heaven, 
As the infant over whom 
Saturn bends his brows of gloom, 
Eoves he not the world a-maying, 

Prom his Idan halls exiled; 
Or with Time repose in playing 

As with Saturn's locks the child. 

Therewith from far, where unseen hamlets lay 

In wooded valleys green, came mellowly 

Laughter and infant voices, borne perchance 

From the light hearts of happy Children, sporting 

Bound some meek Mother's knee ; — ev'n so, methought 

Did the familiar, human, innocent, gladness 

Thro' golden Childhood answer Song, "The Child." 



LTKB0SNE8. 

Lord of lustrating streams. 

And altars pure, appalling secret Crime, 
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Eternal Splendour^ whose all-searcliing beams 
ninme with life the universe of Time^ 

All oar own fates thy shrine reveals to ns ; 

Thither comes Wisdom from the thrones of earthy 

The unraveller of the sphinx — blind (Edipns^ 
Who knows not ev'n his birth ! 

On whom^ ApoUo^ does thj presence shine 

Thro' the clear daylight of translucent song ? 
Only to him who serveth at the shrine^ 

The priesthood can belong ! 
After due and deep probation 
Only dawns thy revelation 
Unto the devout beseecher 
Taught by thee to grow the teacher : 
Shall the bearer of thy bow 
Let the shafts at random go ? 
If the altar be divine. 

Is the sacrifice a feast P 
Should our hands the garland twine 

Por the reveller or the priest ? 

Therewith from out the temple on the hill 

Broke the rich swell of fifes and choral lyres, 

And the long melody of such large hymns. 

As to the conquest of the Python-slayer, 

Hallowed thy lofty chaunt, Calliop^ I 

Thus from the penetralian aisles divine 

The solemn God replied to Song, '^The Peiest/' 
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And who can bind in formal daty 
The Protean shapes of airy Beauty ? 
Who tune the Teian's lyre of gold 
To priestly hymns in temples cold ? 
Accept the playmate by thy side, 
OrdainM to charm thee, not to guide. 
The stream reflects each curve on shore, 

And Song alike thy good and error ; 
Let Wisdom be the monitor. 

But Song should be the mirror. 
To truth direct while Science goes 

With measured pace and sober eye ; 
The simplest wild-flower more bestows 

Than Egypt's lore, on Poesy. 

The Magian seer who counts the stars, 
Eegrets the cloud that veils his skies ; 

To me, the Greek, the clouds are cars 
Prom which bend down divinities ! 

Like cloud itself this common day 
Let Fancy make awhile the duller. 

Its iris in the cloud shall play. 

And weave thy world the pomp of colour. 

He paused; as if in concord with the Song 
Seemed to flash forth the universe of hues 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



t 

206 THE DISPUTE OF THE POETS. 



In the Sicilian summer : on the banks 
Crocus^ and hyacinth, and anemon^. 
Superb narcissus, Cytherea's rose. 
And woodbine lush, and lilies silver-stanr'd; 
And delicate cloudlets blush'd in lucent skies; 
And yellowing sunbeams shot thro' purple waves ; 
And still from bough to bough the wings of birds. 
And still from flower to flower the gorgeous dyes 
Of the gay insect-reveUers wandering went*— 
And as I looFd I murmur'd, '* Singer, yes^ 
As C0L0U& to the world, so song to life f 



LTKEQENES. 

ConcealM from Saturn's deathful frown 

The wild Curetes strove. 
By chaunt and symbal clash, to drown 

The infant cries of Jove. 
But when, fuU-grown, the Thunder-king, 

Triumphant o'er the Titan's fall. 

And throned in Ida, look'd on all. 
And all subjected saw ; — 
Saw the sublime Uranian Bing, 
And every joyous living thing, 
Calm'd into love beneath his tranquil law ; — 
Then straight above, below, around. 
His voice was heard in every sound ; 
The mountain peal'd it thro' the cave ; 
The whirlwind to the answering wave ; 
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By loneliest stream, by deepest deU, 

It murmur'd in mysterious Pan ; 
No less than in the golden slaell 
From which the falls of music well 

O'er floors Qlympiaai ! 
Eor Jove in all that breathes must dwell. 

And speak thro^ all to Man. 

Singer, who asketh Hermes for his rod. 

To lead men^s souls into Elysian bowers. 
To whose belief the altered earth is trod 

Still by Kronidian Powers, 
If thro' thy veins the purer tide hath been 
Pour'd from the nectar-atreams in Hebe's urn. 
That thou might'st both without thee and within 
Feel the pervading Jove-— would'st thou return 

To the dark time of old. 
When Earth-born Force the Heir of Heaven control d, 
And with thy tinkUng brass aspire 
To stifle Nature^s music-choir. 

And drown the voice of God? 

Light, thou poetry of Heaven, 

That glid'st thro' hollow air thy way, 
That fill'st the starry founts of Even, 

And aU the azure seas of Day ; 
Give to my song thy glorious flow. 

That while it glads it may illume. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



208 THE DISPUTE OF THE POETS. 

Whether it gfld the iris' bow^ 

And part its rays amid the ^oom; 
Or whether, one broad tranqnil stream. 

It break in no fimtastic dyes, 
Bnt cahnl J weaving beam on beam. 

Make Heaven distinct to hnman eyes ; 
A tmth that floats serene and clear, 
Twixt gods and men an atmosphere ; 
Less seen itself than bringing all to sight. 
And to man's sonl what to man's world is Light. 

Then, as the Singer ceased, the western sun 
Halted a moment o'er the roseate hill 
Hush'd in pellucent air ; and all the crests 
Of the still groves, and all the undulous curves 
Of far-off headlands stood distinctly soft 
Against the unfathomable purple skies. 
And linking in my thought the outward shows 
Of Beauty with the inward types sublime. 
By which thro' Beauty poets lead to Knowledge, 
And are the lamps of Nature, 

"Tes,"Imurmur'd, 
" Song is to soul what unto life is Light ! " 

But gliding now behind the steeps it flush'd. 

The disk of day sunk gradual, gradual down. 

And in the homage of the old Eeligion 

To the departing Sun, — the rival two 

Ceased their dispute, and bent sweet serious brows 
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In chorus with the cusps of bended flowers. 
Sighing their joint " Farewell, golden Siin ! " 
Now Hesper came, the gentle shepherd-star. 
Bright as when Moschus sung to it ; — along 
The sacred grove, and thro' the Parian shafts 
Of the pale temple, shot the glistening rays. 
And trembled in the tremor of the wave : — 
Then the fair rivals, as they silent rose. 
Turned each to each in brotherlike embrace ; 
Lone amid starry solitude they stood. 
In equal beauty claspM, — and both divine.* 

* The Header will perceive that this poem is intended to illnstrate a 
dispute which, can never, perhaps, be critically solved — viz., whether the 
true business of the poet be to delight or to instruct ; — and he will there- 
fore be disposed to foiigive me, if he recognise certain thoughts or expres- 
sions fireely borrowed fix>m the various poets, who may be said to represent 
either side of the question. Among the modems, Schiller especially has 
suggested ideas avd illustrations on behalf of the more earnest creed pro- 
fessed by Lykbgenes — ^while Goethe has been pressed to the aid of 
Anthios. The Greek xx>ets have here and there suggested a line on either 
side. After this general acknowledgment of obligation, it would be but 
pedantic to specify each special instance of imitative paraphrase or direct 
translation. 
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GANTMEDE. 

** When Gflnymede was caught up to Hearen, be let fiiU his pipe^ <m 
which he was playing to his aheep." — A t.kx andeb Bosb^ My*. Poet. 



UpoN*the Phrygian hill 
He sate, and on his reed the shepherd pla/d. 
Sunlight and calm ; noon in the dreamy glade. 

Noon on the lulling rill. 

He saw not, where on high 
The noiseless eagle of the Heavenly King 
Bested, — ^till rapt upon the rushing wing 

Into the golden sky. 

When the bright Nectar Hall 
And the still brows of bended gods he saw. 
In the quick instinct both of shame and awe 

His hand the reed let fall. 

Soul ! that a thought divine 
Bears into heaven, — thy first ascent survey I 
What charmM thee most on earth is cast away ;- 

To soar — is to resign ! 
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Where Morning first appears, 
Waking the rathe flowers in their Eastern bed, 
Aurora still with her ambrosial tears. 

Weeps for her Meninon dead. 

Him the Hesperides 
Nursed on the marge of their enchanted shore, 
And stiU the smile that then the Mother wore 

Dimples the orient seas. 

He died ; and lo, the while 
The fire consumed his ashes, glorious things 
With joyous songs, and rainbow-tinted wings, 

Eose from the funeral pile. 

He died ; and yet became 
A music ; and his Theban image broke 
Into sweet sounds that with each sunrise spoke 

The Mighty Mother's name, 

p2 
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O type, thy truth declare ! 
Wlio is the Child of the Melodious Mom ? 
Who bids the ashes earth receives — adorn 

With new-bom choirs the air? 

What can the Statue be 
That ever answers with enchanted voices 
Each rising sun that on its front rejoices ?— 
!— ''I AM Poetry!" 
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Upon a barren steep. 

Above a stormy deep, 
I saw an Angel watching the wild sea ; 

Earth was that barren steep, 

Time was that stormy deep. 
And the opposing shore — ^Eternity ! 

'^Why dost thou watch the wave ? 

Thy feet the waters lave. 
The tide engulphs thee if thou dost delay/' 

" Unscathed I watch the wave. 

Time not the AngeFs grave, 
I wait until the ocean ebbs away/' 

Hush'd on the AngeFs breast 

I saw an Lifant rest. 
Smiling upon the gloomy heU below. 

'^ What is the Lifant pressed, 

Angel, to thy breast ? '' 
'* The child God gave me, in The Long Ago. 
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** Mine all upon the earthy 

The Angelas angel-birth. 
Smiling each terror from the howling wild.'' 

Never may I forget 

The dream that hannts me yet. 
Of Patiekce nursing Hope — the Angel and the Child. 
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Desola-TE tree ! why are thy branches bare ? 

What hast thou done 
To win strange winter from the summer air, 

Erost from the sun ? 

Thou wert not churlish in thy palmier year 

Unto the herd ; 
Tenderly gaVst thou shelter to the deer. 

Home to the bird. 

And ever once, the earliest of the grove. 

Thy smiles were gay, 
Opening thy blossoms with the haste of love 

To the young May. 

Then did the bees, and all the insect wings 

Around thee gleam; 
Eeaster and darling of the gilded things 

That dwell i' the beam. 
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Thy liberal course, poor prodigal, is sped; 

How lonely now ! — 
How bird and bee, light parasites, have fled 

The leafless bough ! 

"Tell me, sad tree, why are thy branches bare ? 

What hast thou done 
To win strange winter from the summer air, 

Prost from the sun ? '' 

" Never,'' replied that forest-hermit lone 

(Old truth and endless I) 
" Never for evil done, but fortune flown. 

Are we left friendless, 

" Yet wholly, nor for winter nor for storm 

Doth Love depart I 
We are not all forsaken till the worm 

Creeps to the heart ! 

" Ah nought without, within thee if decay. 

Can heal or hurt thee. 
Nor boots it^ if thy heart itself betray. 

Who may desert thee ! " 
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Strange, as when vaguely thro' the autumn haze 

Loom the pale scenes last viewed in summer skies, 
Out from the mist the thoughts of sunny days 
And golden youth arise. 

Were ye, in truth, my thoughts ? — along the years 
Elies back the wondering and incredulous Mind, 
In the stfll archives of lost hopes and fears 
Your date and tale to find. 

Gradual and slow, reweaving link to link. 
Epoch, and place, and image it recalls. 
And owns the thoughts it never more can think, — 
Dim pictures in dim halls I 

Dim pictures now ; and once ye breathed and moved. 

And took your life as proudly from the sun 
As if immortals ! — schemed, aspired, and loved. 
And sunk to rest ; — ^sleep on 1 
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On a past self the present self amazed 

Looks^ and beholds no likeness ! — Canst thou see 
In the pale features of the phantom raised 
One trace still tme to thee ? 

'Twas said "The child is father to the man/' 

By one whose world was bnt the shepherd's range. 
What seas beywid thy vale. Arcadian, 

' Ebb and reflow with change ! 

In the great deeps of reason, heart, and sonl. 

Thro' shine or storm still roll the tides nnfailing ; 
Each separate globnle in the restless whole 
In daily airs exhaling. 

Thns evermore, albeit to erring eyes. 

The same wild surface dash to shore the spray. 
That seeming oneness every moment dies 
Drop after drop, away. 

And stem indeed the prison of our doom 
If self from self had no divine escape ; 
If each dead passion slept not in the tomb ; 
If childhood, age could shape. 

Happy the man in whom with every year 

New life is bom, re-baptised in the past, — 
In whom each change doth but as growth appear, 
The loveUest change, the last ! 
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Full many a sun shall vanisli from the skies 

And still the aloe show but leaves of thorn; 
Leaf upon leaf, and thorn on thorn, arise. 
And lo— the flower is bom ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE DESIEE OF FAME. 

WBITTSN AT THE AGE OF THIBTT. 

I DO confess that I have wished to give 
My land the gift of no ignoble name. 
And in that holier air have sought to live. 
Sunned with the hope of Fame. 

Do I lament that I have seen the bays 

Denied my own, not worthier brows above, — 
Foes quick to scofif, and friends afraid to praise,- 
More active hate than love ? 

Do I lament that roseate youth has flown 

In the hard labour grudg'd its niggard meed. 
And cuU from far and juster lands alone 

Few flowers from many a seed ? 

No ! for whoever with an earnest soul 

Strives for some end from this low world afar. 
Still upward travels, tho' he miss the goal. 
And strays — but towards a star. 
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Better than fame is still the wish for fame, 

The constant training for a glorious strife : 
The athlete nurtured for the Olympian Grame 
Gains strength at least for life. 

The wish for Pame is faith in holy things 

That soothe the life, and shall outlive the tomb — 
A reverent listening for some angel wings 
That cower above the gloom. 

To gladden earth with beauty, or men's lives 

To serve with action, or their souls with truth, — 
These are the ends for which the hope survives 
The ignobler thirsts of youth. 

No, I lament not, tho' these leaves may fall 

From the sered branches on the desert plain, 
MockM by the idle winds that waft ; and aU 
Life's blooms, its last, in vain ! 

If vain for others, not in vain for me, — 

Who builds an altar let him worship there ; 
What needs the crowd? tho' lone the shrine may be. 
Not hallow'd less the prayer. 

Eno' if haply in the after days. 

When by the altar sleeps the funeral stone. 
When gone the mists eur human passions raise. 
And Truth is seen alone ; 
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When causeless Hate can wound its prey no more, 

And fawns its late repentance o'er the dead. 
If gentle footsteps from some kindlier shore 
Pause by the narrow bed. 

Or if yon children, whose young sounds of glee 

Moat to mine ear the evening gales along, 
Eecall some echo, in their years to be, 
Of not all-perisVd song ! 

Taking some spark to glad the hearth, or light 

The student lamp, from now neglected fires, — 
And one sad memory in the sons requite 
What — I forgive the sires. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE LOYALTY OF LOVE. 

I LOVE thee, I love thee; 

Li vain I endeavour 
To fly from thine image ; 

It haunts me for ever. 

All things that rejoiced me 

Now weary and pall ; 
I feel in thine absence 

Bereft of mine all. 

My heart is the dial ; 

Thy looks are the sun ; 
I count but the moments 

Thou shinest upon. 

Oh royal, believe me. 

It is to controul 
Two mighty dominions. 

The Heart and the Soul. 
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To know that thy whisper 

Each pang can beguile; 
And feel that creation 

Is lit by thy smile. 

Yet every dominion 

Needs care to retain — 
Dost thou know when thou pain'st me 

Or smile at the pain ? 

Alas the heart-sickness 
The doubt and the dread. 

When some word that we pine for 
Cold lips have not said ! 

When no pulses respond to 

The feelings we prove ; 
And we tremble to question 

' If this can be love; ^ 

At moments comparing 
Thy heart with mine own, 

I mourn not my bondage, 
I sigh for thy throne. 

Por if thou forsake me 

Too well I divine 
That no love could defend thee 

From sorrow like mine. 
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And this^ Oh ungrateful^ 
I moflt should deplore — 

That the heart thou hadst broken 
Could shield thee no more ! 



Toum. 
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'I STAND where I last stood with thee ! 

Sorrow, Oh sorrow ! 
There is not a leaf on the trysting tree ; 
There is not a joy on the earth to me ; 

Sorrow, Oh sorrow ! 
When shalt thou be once again what thou wert ? 
Oh the sweet yesterdays fled from the heart ! 

Have they a morrow ? — 
Here we stood, ere we parted, so close side by side ; 
Two lives that once part, are as ships that divide 
When, moment on moment there rushes between 

Tlie one and the other, a sea ; — 
Ah, never can fall from the days that have been 

A gleam on the years that shall be ! 
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God, give me rest from a thought ! 
I can not escape it nor brave : 

Dread ghost of a joy that I sought 
To harrow my soul from its grave ! 

Farewell to the smile of the sun. 
The cheerful Keligion of Trust ! 

1 centered my future in One 

And wake, as it crumbles to dust ! 

Oh blest are the tears that are shed 
For love that was true to the last. 

The future restores us the dead. 
The false we expel from the past. — 

Yet ah, when I summon my pride 
Thyself as I find thee to see. 

Again there descends to my side 
The angel I dreamt thee to be. 
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Again thou enchantest my ear; 

My soul hangs again on thy breath. 
And murmurs that melt in a tear 

Repeat " I am tliine unto death ! '* 

Again is the light of thine eyes 
The limpid reflection of Truth ; 

Thy smile gives me back to the skies 
That lit the ideals of youth. 

Oh, is it thyself that I mourn. 
Or is it that dream of my heart 

Which glides from the reach of my scorn, 
And soars from the clay that thou art I 

Well, go — ^take this comfort with thee, 
(I know thou art vain of thy power,) 

Thou hast blighted existence for me. 
Thou hast left not a germ for the flower ; 

My star may escape the eclipse, — 
The music that tuned it is o'er ; 

The Smile may return to my lips — 
It fades from my heart evermore ; 

Tet dark on thy being will fall 

A shade from the wreck of my own. 

Long years shalt thou sigh over all 
Thou hast in a day overthrown. 
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!For none shall exalt thee as 1 1 

Ah, none whom thy spells may control 

Shall deck thee in hues from the sky, 
And breathe in thy statue his soul. — 

None build from the glories of song 

That brighter existence above. 
The reahn which to poets belong. 

The throne they bestow where they love. 

Let earth its chill colours regain. 

The moonlight depart from thy sea. 
Explore thro' creation in vain 

The fairy land vanished with me. 

I take back the all I had given ; 

Thy charm, with my folly is o'er ; 
From the rank I assigned thee in heaven 

Descend to thy level once more. 

grief I — whether here or above. 

Must my soul thus be sever'd from thine ? 

Ah, mourn — tho' I had not thy love — 
The sin that bereaves thee of mine. 
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A TALB rOB BORROW. 

The sky was dull^ the scene was wild, 
I wandered up the moontain way; 

And with me went a joyous child, 

The man in thought, the child at play; 

My heart was sad with many a grief; 

Mine eyes with former tears were dim ; 
The child ! — a stone, a flower, a lea^ 

Had each its fairy wealth to him I 

From time to time, unto my side 

He bounded back to show the treasure ; 

I was not hard enough to chide. 

Nor wise enough to share, his pleasure. 

We paused at last — ^the child began 
Again his sullen guide to tease ; 

'' They say you are a learned man — 
So look, and tell me what are these P " 
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Aroused with pain^ my listless eyes 
The various spoil scarce wander o'er; 

Thau straight they hail a sage's prize 
In what seem'd infant toys before ; 

This herb was one the glorious Swede 
Had given a garden's wealth to find; 

That stone had hardened round a weed 
The earKest dehige left behind. 

Fit stores for science, Discontent 

Had pass'd unheeding on the wild; 
And Nature had her wonders lent 

As things of gladness to the child ! 

Thus, through the present. Sorrow goes« 

And sees its barren self alone; 
While healing in the leaflet grows. 

And Time blooms back within the stone* 

Thou, so prodigal of good. 
Whose wisdom with delight is dad ; 

How dear should be to Gratitude 
The golden duty — ^to be glad I 
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No, Soul ! not in vain thon hast striven, 

Unless thou abandon the strife; 
Forsworn to the bann^s of Heaven, 

If false in the battle of life. 

Why — counting the gain or the loss — 
The badge of the temple assume ? 

March on ; if thy sign be the Cross, 
Thy triumph must be at the Tomb, 

Say, doth not the soldier rejoice 
If placed by his chief at the van ? 

As spirit, submit to the choice 
The noble would welcome as man. 

" Earewell to the splendour of light,'^ 
The Greek could exulting exclaim, 

EesignM to the Hades of Night, 
To live in the air as a name. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ADDRESS TO THE SOUL IN DESPONDENCY. 233 

Could he, for a fature so vain, 

Every pang in the present control. 
Yet thou of a moment complain 

In thine infinite life as a soul P 

Like thee, do not millions receive 

Their chalice embittered with gall ? 
If good be creation — ^believe 

That good which is common to all I 

In evil itself, to the glance 

Of the wise, half the riddles are clear ; 
Were wisdom but perfect, perchance. 

The rest might in love disappear. 

The thunder that scatters the pest 

May be but a type of the whole ; 
And storms which have darkened the breast 

May bring but its health to the soul. 

Can earth, where the harrow is driven. 

The sheaf in the furrow foresee, — 
Or thou guess the harvest of heaven 

Where iron has entered in thee ? 



END 01* BOOK I. 
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BOOK 11. 



THE SABBATH. 



Prbsh glides the brook and blows the gale, 
Yet yonder halts the quiet mill ; 

The whirring wheel, the rushing sail. 
How motionless and still ! 

Six days of toil, poor child of Cain, 
Thy strength the slave of Want may be ; 

The seventh thy Hmbs escape the chain — 
A God hath made thee free ! 

Ah, tender was the Law that gave 
This holy respite to the breast. 

To breathe the gale, to watch the wave. 
And know — ^the wheel may rest ! 
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But where the waves the gentlest glide 
What image charms^ to lift^ thine eyes ? 

The spire reflected on the tide 
Invites thee to the skies. 

To teach the soul its nobler worth 
This rest from mortal toils is given ; 

Go^ snatch the brief reprieve from earth 
And pass — ^a guest to Heaven. 

They tell thee, in their dreaming school, 
Of Power from old dominion hurl'd. 

When rich and poor, with juster rule, 
Shall share the alter'd world. 

Alas ! since Time itseK began. 

That fable hath but fooFd the hour; 

Each age that ripens Power in Man, 
But subjects Man to Power. 

Yet every day in seven, at least. 

One bright republic shall be kno¥rn; — 

Man's world awhile hath surely ceast. 
When God proclaims his own I 

Six days may Eank divide the poor, 
Dives, from thy banquet-hall — 

The seventh the Father opes the door. 
And holds His feast for all I 
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Hollow is the oak beside the sunny waters drooping ; 
Thither came, when I was young, happy children trooping; 
Dream I now, or hear I now — far, their mellow whooping ? 

Gay below the cowslip bank, see the biUow dances. 
There I lay, beguiling time — ^when I hved romances ; 
Dropping pebbles in the wave, fancies into fancies ; — 

Farther, where the river glides by the wooded cover. 
Where the merlin siageth low, with the hawk above her, 
Came a foot and shone a smile — woe is me, the Lover ! 

Leaflets on the hoUow oak still as greenly quiver. 

Musical amid the reeds murmurs on the river ; 

But the footstep and the smile P — ^woe is me for ever ! 
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WRITTEN IN EARLY YOUTH. 



It was the May when I was bom. 

Soft moonlight through the casement streamed, 
And still, as it were yestermom, 

I dream the dream I dream'd. 
I saw two forms from fairy land, 

Along the moonbeam gently glide, 
Until they halted, hand in hand, 

My infant couch beside. 



With smiles, the cradle bending o'er, 

I heard their whisper'd voices breathe — 
The one a crown of diamond wore, 

The one a myrtle wreath; 
''Twin brothers from the better clime, 

A poet's spell hath lured to thee ; 
Say which shall, in the coming time. 

Thy chosen fairy be ? '' 
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m. 

I stretcVd my hand, as if my grasp 

Could snatch the toy from either brow ; 
And found a leaf within my clasp. 

One leaf — as fragrant now ! 
If both in life may not be won. 

Be mine, at least, the gentler brother — 
For he whose life deserves the one. 

In death may gain the other. 
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Into my heart a silent look, 

FlashM from thy careless eyes, 
And what before was shadow, took 

The light of summer skies. 
The first-bom love was in that look ; 
The Venus rose from out the deep 
Of those inspiring eyes. 



My life, like some lone solemn spot 

A spirit passes o'er. 
Grew instinct with a glory not 

In earth or heaven before. 
Sweet trouble stirred the haunted spot. 

And shook the leaves of every thought 
Thy presence wandered o'er ! 
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m. 
My being yeam'd, and crept to thine, 

As if in times of yore 
Thy soul had been a part of mine. 

Which claimed it back once more. 
Thy very self no longer thine, 

But merged in that delicious life. 
Which made us one of yore ! 



There bloomed beside thee forms as fair. 

There murmured tones as sweet. 
But round thee breathed the enchanted air 

'Twas life and death to meet. 
And henceforth thou alone wert fair. 

And though the stars had sung for joy. 
Thy whisper only sweet ! 
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But yestermom, withmany a flower 
The garden of my heart was drest ; 
A single tree has sprung to bloom. 
Whose branches cast a tender gloom. 
That shadows all the rest. 



A jealous and a tyrant tree. 
That seeks to reign alone ; 
As if the wind's melodious sighs. 
The dews and sunshine of the skies. 
Were only made for One ! 



A tree on which the Host of Dreams 

Low murmur mystic things. 
While hopes, those birds of other skies. 
To dreams themselves chant low replies — 

Ah, wherefore have they wings ? 
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The seasons nurse the bhght and storm, 
The glory leaves the air — 
The dreams and birds will pass away, 
The blossom wither from the spray — 
One day — the stem be bare — 



But mine has grown the Dryad's life, 

Coseval with the tree ; 
The sun, the frost, the bloom, the fall. 
My fate, sweet tree, must share them all. 

To live and die with thee ! 
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THE LOYE LETTEB. 

As grains of gold that in the sands 

Of Lydian waters shine. 
The welcome sign of mountain lands 

That veil the silent mine ; 

Thus may the river of my thought. 

That glideth now to thee, 
Ileveal the wealth as yet unwrought. 

Which Love has heaped in me ! 

So strove I to enrich the scroll 
To thy dear hands consigned ; 

I thought to leave the lavish soul 
No golden wish behind ! 

Ah, fool I to think an hour could drain 
What life can scarce explore — 

Enough, if guided by the grain. 
Thy heart should seek the ore ! 
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THE LANGUAGE OF THE EYES, 

Those eyes — those eyes-=— how full of Heaven they are! 

When the calm twilight leaves the heaven most holy ; 
Tell me, sweet eyes, from what divinest star 

Did ye drink in your liquid melancholy ? 
Tell me, beloved eyes I 

Was it from yonder orb that ever by 

The quiet moon, like Hope by Patience, hovers. 

The star to which hath sped so many a sigh. 
Since lutes in Lesbos hallow^ it to lovers ? 

Was that your Eount, sweet Eyes ? 

Ye Sibyl books, in which the truths foretold 

Inspire the Heart, your dreaming priest, with gladness, 

Bright Alchemists that turn to thoughts of gold 
The leaden cares ye steal away from sadness. 
Teach only me, sweet Eyes ! 

Hush ! when I ask ye how, at length, to gain 
The cell where Love, the sleeper, yet lies hidden, 

Loose not those arch lips from their rosy chain; 
Be every answer, save your own, forbidden — 
Peelings are wOrds for Eyes ! 
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DOUBT. 

Bright laughs the sun; the birds, that are to air 
Like song to life, are gaily on the wing; 
In every mead the handmaid hours prepare 

The delicates of spring ; * 
But, if she love me not 1 
To me at this fair season still hath been 
In every wild-flower an exhaustless treasure, 
And, when the young-eyed violet first was seen, 

Methought to breathe was pleasure; — 
But if she love me not 1 
How, in thy twilight. Doubt, at each unknown 
Dim shape, the superstitious Love will start ; 
How Hope itself will tremble at its own 

Light shadow on the heart ! — 
Ah, if she love me not ! 
Well ; I wiU know the worst, and leave the wind 
To drift or drown the venture on the wave ; 
life has two friends in grief itself most kind — 

Eemembrance and the Grave — 
Mine, if she love me not I 

• *'The choioest delioates from yonder mead."— 7%« FaWiful Sfiepherdeta, 
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THE ASSURANCE. 

I AM loved, I am loved — Jubilate ! 
Hark ! hark ! how the happy note swells 
To and fro from the fairy bells. 
With which the flowers melodiously 
To their banquet halls invite the bee ! — 
'He is loved, he is loved — Jubilate ! ' 

The echo at rest on her mountain-keep 
Murmurs the sound in her broken sleep — 

' He is loved, he is loved — Jubilate ! ' 
And those gossips, the winds, have come to scout 
What the earth is so happy about. 
And they catch the sound, and circle it round — 

' He is loved, he is loved — Jubilate ! ' 

And the rivers, who, all the world must know, 
Were in love with the stars ever since they could flow. 
With a dimpled cheek and a joyous sigh. 
Whisper it up to the listening sky, 
' He is loved, he is loved — Jubilate ! ' 
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It is not the world that I knew before; 
Where is the gloom that its glory wore ? 
Not a foe could offend, nor a friend betray. 
Old Hatrect hath gone to his grave to-day I 
Hark ! hark ! his knell we toll. 
Here's to the peace of his sinfol soul I 
On the earth below, in the heaven above, 
Nothing is left me now but Love, 
Love, Love, honour to Love, 

I am loved, I am loved — Jubilate ! 
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MEMOEIES, THE FOOD OE LOYE. 

When shall we come to that delightful day. 

When each can say to each, '^Dost thon remember ? 

Let ns fill urns with rose leaves in our May, 
And hive the thrifty sweetness for December ! 

Eor who may deem the throne of love secure. 

Till o'er the ^ast the conqueror spreads his reign ? 

That only land where human joys endure. 
That dim elysium where they live again ! 

SwellM by a thousand streams the deeps» that float 
The bark on which we risk our all, should be. 

A rill suffices for the idler's boat : 
It needs an ocean for the argosy. 

The heart's religion keeps, apart from time 
The sacred burial-ground of happy hours ; 

The past is holy with the haunting cliime 
Of dreamy sabbath bells from distant towers. 
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Oft dost thou ask me^ with that bashfal eye, 
' If I shall love thee evermore as now ! ' 

Feasting as fondly on the sure reply. 
As if my lips were virgin of the vow. 

Sweet does that question, '' Wilt thou love me ? " fall 
Upon the heart that has forsworn its will : 

But when the words hereafter we recall, 

'' Dost thou remember ? '^ shall be sweeter still. 
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ABSENT, YET PRESENT. 

As the flight of a river 
That flows to the sea, 

My soul rushes ever 
In tumult to thee. 

A twofold existence 
I am where thou art ; 

My heart, in the distance. 
Beats close to thy heart. 

Look up, I am near thee, 

I gaze on thy face ; 
I see thee, I hear thee, 

I feel thine embrace. 

As a magnet's control on 
The steel it draws to it. 

Is the charm of thy soul on 
The thoughts that pursue it. 
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And absence but brightens 
The eyes that I miss. 

And custom but heightens 
The spell of thy kiss. 

It is not from duty, 
Tho' that may be owed,— 

It is not from beauty, 
Tho'thatbebestoVdj 

But all that I care for 
And all that I know. 

Is that, without wherefore, 
I worship thee so. 

Thro' granite as breaketh 
A tree to the ray. 

As a dreamer forsaketh 
The grief- of the day. 

My soul in its fever 

Escapes unto thee ; 
dream to the griever, 

light to the tree I 

A twofold existence 

1 am where thou art ; 
Hark, hear in the distance 

The beat of my heart ! 
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LOVEES' QUAMUBLS. 

AN OLD MAXIM REFUTED. 

They never loved as thou and I, 
Who preached the laughing moral. 

That aught which deepens love can lie 
In true love's lightest quarrel. 

They never knew, in times of fear. 

The safety of affection. 
Nor sought, when angry fate drew near. 

Love's altar for protection. 

They never knew how kindness grows 

A vigil and a care. 
Nor watch'd beside the heart's repose 

In silence and in prayer ; 

For weaker love be storms enough 

To frighten back desire; 
We have no need of gales so rough 

To fan our steadier fire. 
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'Twere sweet to kiss thy tears away. 
If tears those eyes must know ; 

But sweeter still to hear thee say, 
'' Thou never badst them flow/' 

The wrongful word will rankling live 
When wrong itself has ceast. 

And love, that all things may forgive. 
Can ne'er forget the least. 

If pain can not from life depart. 
There's pain enough around us ; 

The rose we wear upon the heart 
Should have no thorn to wound us. 

And hoUow sounds the wildest vow. 
If memory wake, the while. 

The bitter taunt — ^the darken'd brow. 
The stinging of a smile. 

Tliere is no anguish like the hour. 

Whatever else befall us. 
When one the heart has raised to power 

Exerts it but to gaU us. 

Yet if — ^this calm too blest to last — 
Some cloud, at times, must be, 

I'm not so proud but I. would cast 
The fault alone on me« 
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So deeply blent with thy dear thought. 

All faith in human kindness, 
Methinks if thou could'st change in aught. 

The only bliss were blindness. 

But no — if rapture may not last. 

It ne'er shall bring regret. 
Nor leave one look in all the past 

'Twere mercy to forget. 

Repentance often finds, too late. 

To wound us is to harden ; 
And love is on the verge of hate. 

Each time it stoops for pardon. 
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THE LAST SEPARATION. 

We shall not rest together, love. 

When death has wrenched my heart from thine ; 
The sun may smile thy grave above. 

When clouds are dark on mine I 

I know not why, since in the tomb 

No instinct fires the silent heart — 
And yet it seems a thought of gloom. 

That even dust should part ; 

That, journeying tlirough the toilsome past. 
Thus hand in hand and side by side. 

The rest we reach should, at the last. 
The shapes we wore divide ; 

That the same breezes should not sigh 
The self-same funeral boughs among, — 

Nor o^er one grave, at daybreak, die 
The night-bird's lonely song 1 
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A foolish thought ! the spirit goal 

Is not where matter wastes away ; 
K soul at last regaineth soul. 

What boots it where the dust decay ? 

A foolish thought, yet humau too ! 

For love is not the soul's alone : 
It winds around the form we woo — 

The mortal we have known ! 

The eyes that speak such tender truth, 

The lips that every care assuage. 
The hand that thrills the heart in youth. 

And smooths the couch in age ; 

With these — The Human, — human love 
Will twine its thoughts and weave its doom. 

And still confound the life above 
With death beneath the tomb ! 

And who shall tell, in yonder skies. 

What earthlier instincts we retain; 
What link, to souls released, supplies 

The old material chain ? 

The stars that pierced this darksome state 

May fade in that meridian shore; 
And human love, like human hate. 

Be memory — and no more I 

82 
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Away the doubt ! alas^ how cold 

Would all the promised heaven appear^ 

Did yearning love no more behold 
What made its Eden here ! 

But wheresoever the spirit flies^ 
It haunts us -in the shape it wore ; 

We give the angel in the skies 
The mortal's smile of yore ; 

Yet^ ah^ when souls from life escape^ 
Material forms no more they know ; 

Not Heaven itself restores the shape 
So fondly loved below ; 

Immortal spirits meet above; 

But mine is still the human heart ; 
And in its faithful human love> 

It mourns that dust should part ! 
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THE POPE AND THE BEGGAE. 

THE DBSraBS THE CHAmS» THE DEEDS THE WINGS. 

I SAW a soul beside the clay it wore, 

When reigned that clay the Hierarch-Sire of Borne; 
A hundred prie^sts stood ranged the bier before, 
Within St. Peter's dome. 

And all was incense, solemn dirge, and prayer. 
And still the soul stood sullen by the clay : 
" sonl, why to thy heavenlier native air 
Dost thou not soar away ? '' 

And the soul answer'd, with a ghastly j&rown, 

" In what life loved, death finds its weal or woe ; 
Slave to the clay's Desires, they drag me down 
To the cla/s rot below ! '' 

It spoke, and where Bomb's purple ones imposed 

They lowered the corpse; and downwards from the sun 
Both soul and body sunk — and darkness closed 
Over that twofold one ! 
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Without the church, unburied on the ground. 

There lay, in rags, a beggar newly dead; 
Above the dust no holy priest was found. 
No pious prayer was said ! 

But round the corpse unnumbered lovely things. 

Hovering unseen by the proud passers by, 
Formed, upward, upward, upward, with bright wings, 
A ladder to the sky ! 

" And what are ye, O beautiful ? " " We are,'' 
Answered the choral cherubim, *' His Deeds ! '' 
Then his soul, sparkling sudden as a star, 

riash'd from its mortal weeds. 

And, lightly passing, tier on tier, along 

The gradual pinions, vanished like a smile ! 
Just then, swept by the solemn-visaged throng 
From the Apostle's pile. 

" Knew ye this beggar ? " " Knew 1 a wretch, who died 

Under the curse of our good Pope, now gone ! " 
" Loved ye that Pope ? " " He was our Church's pride. 
And Eome's most holy son ! " 

Then did I muse : such are men's judgments ; blind 

In scorn or love ! In what unguess'd-of things. 
Desires or Deeds — do rags and purple find 
The fetter^ or the wings ! 
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THE BEAUTIFUL DESCENDS NOT. 

In Cyprus, looking on the lovely sly, 

Lone by the marge of music-haunted streams, 

A youthful poet pray'd : '' Descend from high. 
Thou of whose face each youthful poet dreams. 

Once more, Urania, to the earth be given 

The beauty that makes beautiful the heaven." 

Swift to a silver cloudlet, floating o'er, 
A rushing Presence rapt him as he pray'd 5 

What he beheld I know not, but once more 
The midnight heard him sighing to the shade, 

'^ Again, again unto the earth be given 

The beauty that makes beautiful the heaven." 

'^ In vain," a sweet voice answer'd from the star, 
" Her grace on thee Urania did bestow : 

Unworthy he the loftier realms afar. 

Who woos the gods above to earth below ; 

Rapt to the Beautiful thy soul must be. 

And not the Beautiful debased to thee ! " 
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THE LONG LITE AND THE EULL LIEE. 

IMITATED FBOM CLAUDIAN'b "OLD KAN OF TERONA." 

In mine own hamlet^ where amidst the green 
By moss-grown pales white gleaming cots are seen, 
There dwelt a peasant in his eightieth year. 
Dear to my childhood — ^now to memory dear; 
In the same hut in which his youth had passM 
Dwelt his calm age, till earth received at last ; 
Where first his infant footsteps tottering ran. 
Propped on his staff crawFd forth the hoary man ; 
That quiet life no varying fates befell. 
The patriarch sought no Laban's distant well; 
Of Eothschild's wealth, of Wellesle/s mighty name 
To that sealed ear no faintest murmur came. 
His grand event was when the bam took fire. 
His world the parish, and his king the squire. 
Nor clock nor kalend kept account with time. 
Suns told his days, his weeks the sabbath chime ; 
His spring the jasmine silvering round his door, 
And reddening apples spoke of summer o'er. 
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To him the orb that set o^er yonder trees, 
Tired like himself, lit no antipodes ; 
And the vast world of human fears and hopes 
Closed to his sight where yon horizon slopes. — 
That beech which now overshadows half the way, 
He saw it planted in my grandsire^s day ; 
Rooted alike where first they braved the weather, 
He and the oaks he loved grew old together. 
Not ten miles distant stands our County-hall — 
To him remoter than to thee Bengal ; 
And the next shire appeared to him to be 
What seas that closed on Franklin seem to thee. 

Thus tranquil on that happy ignorance bore 
The green old age still hearty at fourscore ; 
To him, or me — with half the world explored. 
And half his years — did life the more afford ? 
There the grey hairs, and here the furrowed breast ! 
Ask, first — ^is life a journey or a rest P 
If rest, old Man, long life indeed was thine ; 
But if a journey— oh, how short to mine 1 
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THE MIND AND THE HEART. 

"MA VIE (fEST UN COMBAT." 

Why, ever wringing life from art 
Do men my patient labour find ? 

I still the murmur of my heart, 
My one consoler is my mind. 

Though every toil but wakes the spell 
To rouse the Falsehood and the Poe, 

Can all the storms that chafe the well. 
Disturb the silent Tkuth below ? 

The Mind can reign in Mind alone. — 
O Pride, the hollow boast confess ! 

What slave would not reject a throne 
If built amidst a wilderness ? 

Before my gaze I see my youth. 
The ghost of gentler years, arise. 

With looks that yearnM for every truth. 
And wings that sought the farthest skies. 
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Fresh from the golden land of dreams, 

Before this waking world began. 
How bright the radiant phantom seems 

Beside the time-worn weary man ! 

How, then, the Heart rejoiced in all 
That roused the quick aspiring Mind ! 

What glorious music Hope could call 
From every Memory left behind ! 

Experience drew not then to earth. 

The looks that Fancy reared above. 
And all that took their kindred birth 

From thought or feeling, — blent in love. 

In vain a seraph's hand had raised 
The mask from Falsehood's fatal brow ; 

And still as fondly I had gazed 
On looks that freeze to marble now. 

Can aught that Mind bestows on toil 

Eeplace the earlier heavenly ray. 
That did but tremble o'er the soil. 

To warm creation into May ? 

But now, in Autumn's hollow sigh. 

The heart its waning season shows. 
And all the clearness of the sky 

Foretells the coming of the snows. 
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Farewell^ sweet season of the Hearty 
And Gome^ iron rule of Mind^ 

I see the Golden Age depart^ 
And face the war it leaves behind. 

Me nevermore may Feeling tibraU, 
EesignM to Beason^s stoic reign^ — 

But oh, how much of what we call 
Content — is nothing but Disdain ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE LAST CEUSADEB. 

Left to the Saviour's conquering foes, 
The land that girds the Saviour's grave; 

Where Godfrey's crozier-standard rose. 
He saw the crescent-banner wave. 

There, o'er the gently-broken vale. 

The halo-light on Zion glow'd ; 
There Kedron, with a voice of wail. 

By tombs * of saints and heroes flowed ; 

There still the olives silver o'er 

The dimness of the distant hiU; 
There still the flowers that Sharon bore, 

Cahn air with many an odour fill. 

Slowly The Last Ceusader eyed 

The towers, the mount, the stream, the plain. 
And thought of those whose blood had dyed 

The earth with crimson streams in vain ! 



* The ralley, Jehoehaphat^ tlirough which rolls the torrent of 
the Kedron, is studded with tombs. 
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He thought of that sublime array, 
The Hosts, that over land and deep 

The Hermit marshallM on their way. 
To see those towers, and halt to weep ! * 

EesignM the lov'd familiar lands. 

O'er burning wastes the cross to bear, 

And rescue from the Paynim's hands 
The empire of a sepulchre ! 

And vain the hope, and vain the loss. 
And vain the famine and the strife ; 

In vain the faith that bore the Cross, 
The valour prodigal of life ! 

And vain was Eichard^s lion-soul. 

And guileless Godfre/s patient mind — 

Like waves on shore, they reachM the goal. 
To die, and leave no trace behind ! 

'' O God ! '' the last Crusader cried, 
^^ And art thou careless of thine own ? 

For us thy son in Salem died. 
And Salem is the scoffer's throne ! 

^^ And shall we leave, from age to age, 
To godless hands the Holy Tomb ? 

Against thy saints the heathen rage — 

Launch forth thy lightnings, and consume ! ' 

* See TasBO, Ger. lib. cant. iii. st. vi 
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Swift, as he spoke, before his sight 

A form flasVd, white-robed, from above ; 

All Heaven was in those looks of light. 
But Heaven, whose native air is love. 

" Alas ! '' the solemn vision said, 

Thy God is of the shield and spear — 
To bless the Quick and raise the Dead, 

The Saviour-God descended here ! 

'^ Ask not the Father to reward 

The hearts that seek, through blood, the Son ; 
Warrior ! never by the sword 

The Saviour's Holy Land is won ! " 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FOREBODINGS. 

What are ye ? — Strangers from the Phantom shore P 

Lights that precede Funereal Destinies, 
Ev'n as the Spectres of the Sun, before 

He rises from the dearth of Arctic seas ? 
What demon presence haunts the haggard air ? 
What ice- wind checks the blood, and lifts the hair ? 

What are ye? — 'Nightmares known not to the sane, 
A sickman's sickly dreams ' — ^the Leech replies. 

Then prates he much of viscera, spleen and brain. 
And lays the Ghost with Galen ; — ' To the wise 

All things are matter ; ' well, we would be taught. 

Come, Leech, dissect the brain ; — ^Now show me Thoitght ! 

Shame ! — to the body must the soul fulfill 

A slavery thus subjected and entire ? 
Must every crevice into light be still 

Choked with the clod? Each dread, and each desire 
Of things unknown, be traced unto it« germ 
Li some crazed fibre rotting to the worm P 
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Trust we the dry philosophies that sneer 
Back every guess into the world of spirit, 

And what were left the present to revere ? 
And where would fade the future we inherit? 

Try Heaven and Hell by the physician's test, 

And men know neither — while they well digest ! 

What mortal hand the airy line can draw 
'Twixt Superstition in its shadowy terror 

And still EeUgion in its starry awe ? — 

Truth when sublime flows least distinct from error ; 

Light of itself eludes our human eyes ; 

Let it take colour, and it spans the skies ! 

Doubtful Foreshadows, have ye then of yore 
Never been prophets, murmuring weal or woe ? 

Beckoning no Sylla over seas of gore ? 
Warning no Julius of the fatal blow ? 

Seen in no mother-guise by that pale son 

Who led the Mede, and sleeps in Marathon ? * 

Tou, the Earth-shakers from whose right hands, war 
Falls, as from Jove's the thunderbolt, obey; 

Gaul's sceptic Ceesar had his guardian star. 
Stout Cromwell's iron creed its chosen day. 

'Tis in proportion as men's lives are great 

That, fates themselves, — they glass the shades of Fate. 

* Hippias before the battle of Marathon, in which he was alain, dreamt n 
dream that he slept with his mother. See HerodotuB. 
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The wisest sage the antique wisdom knew 
Ghizing into blue space long silent hours^ 

Would commune with his Genius : as the dew 
Becruits the river, so the unseen Powers 

Of Nature feed with thoughts spiritual, soul. — 

Belief alone links knowledge to The Whole. 

Hail then each gleam, albeit of angry skies. 

Terrible never to the noble sight ! 
Hail the dread lightning if it lift the eyes 

Up from the dust into the Infinite 1 
'Look thro' thy grate, thou saddest captive. Doubt, 
And thank the flash that shows a Heaven without. 
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Thin, shadowy, scarce divided from the light, 

I saw a Phantom at the birth of mom : 
Its robe was sable, but a fleecy white 

Flowed silvering o'er the garb of gloom ; a horn 
It held within its hand ; no faintest breath 
Stirr'd its wan lips — death-like, it seemM not Death. 

My heart lay numb within me ; and the flow 

Of life, like water under icebergs, crept; 
The pulses of my being seem'd to grow 

One awe ; — ^voice fled the body as it slept. 
But from its startled depth arose the soul 

And king-like spoke : — 

'What art thou that dost seem 
To have o'er Immortality control ? ' 

And the Shape answered, not by sound, 

' A Dream ! 
A Dream, but not a Dream : the Shade of things 

To come — ^a herald from the throne of Fate. 
I ruled the hearts of earth's prinweval kings, 

I gave their life its impulse and its date : 

t2 
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Grey Wisdom paled before me, and the stars 

Were made my weird interpreters — ^my hand 
Aroused the whirlwind of the destined wars, 

And boVd the nations to my still command. 
A Dream, but not a Dream ; — a type, a sign. 

Pale with the Future, do I Qome to thee. 
The lot of Man is twofold, gaze on thine. 

And choose thy path into eternity/ 

Thus spoke the Shade ; And as when autumn's haze 

Bolls from a ghostly hill, and gives to view 
The various life of troubled human days. 

So round the phantom, pale phantasma grew. 
And landscapes rose on either side the still 

Eiver of Time, whose waves are human hours. — 
' What,' said my soul, ^ doth not the Omniscient Will 

Foreshape, foredoom ; if so, what choice is ours ? ' 
The Ghost replied. 

'Deem'st thou the art divine 

Less than the human ? Doth inventive Man 
All adverse means in one great end combine. 

And close each circle where the thought began. 
So that his genius, bent on schemes sublime. 

Scarce notes the obstructions to its purposed goal. 
But turns each discord of the changeful time 

Into the music of a changeless whole ? 
And deem'st thou Him who breathes and worlds arise. 

But the blind agent of His own cold law ? 
Fool ! doth yon river less reflect the skies 

Because some wavelet eddies round a straw ? 
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Still to Man's choice is either margin given 

Beside the Stream of Time to wander free ; 
And still, as nourish^ by the dews of Heaven, 

Glides the sure river to the solemn sea. 
Choose as thou wilt ! ' — 

Then luminously clear 

MashM either margin from the vapoury shade ; 
What I beheld unmeet for mortal ear, — 

Nor dare I tell the choice the mortal made. 
But when the Shape had left me, and the dawn 

Smote the high lattice with a starbeam pale. 
As a blind man when from his sight withdrawn 

The film of dark,— or as unto the gale 
Leaps the live war-ship from the leaden calm, — 

So joyous rose, lookM forth, and on to Fate 
Bounded my soul ! Yet nor the Olympian palm 

Which fierce contestors hotly emulate, 
Nor roseate blooms in Cytherean dell. 

Nor laurel shadowing murmurous Helicon, 
Strain^ my desire divinely visible 

In the lone course it was my choice to run. 
Wherefore was then my joy ? — That I was free ! 

Not my life doom'd, as I had deem'd till then. 
An iron link of grim Necessity, — 

A sand-grain wedged amidst the wails of men ; 
The good, the ill, the happiness or woe. 

That waited, not a thraldom pre-decreed. 
But from myself as from their germ to grow, — 

Let the Man suffer, still the Slave was freed i 
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Predestine earth, and heavenly Mercy dies ; 

The voice of sorrow wastes its wail on air ; 
Freewill restores the Pather to the skies. 

Unlocks from ice the living reahn of prayer, 
And gives creation what the human heart 

Gives to the creature, — life to life replying. 
epoch in my being, and mine art. 

Known but to me ! — How oft do thoughts undying. 
Like rainbows, spring between the cloud and beam. 
Colouring the world yet painted on — a dream. 



END OF COEN FL0WEH8. 
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EAELIER POEMS. 

CHIEFLY CRITICAL OR RBFLBCTIVB.* 



* These Poems, with one exception, have reoeived but little altera- 
tion since they were first compoeed, and are taken from the little 
volume called "Eva, &c." The Poem called "The Ideal World," to 
which I refer as an exception, appeared in a much ruder form in the 
earlier editions of the '* Pilgrims of the Rhine/' to which it served as 
a Pre&ce. I recast, and indeed re-wrote it for the last edition of that 
work, from which (with slight corrections^ and the omission of the 
verses which connected the poem with the tale by which it was first 
accompanied) it is now reprinted. 
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EARLIER POEMS. 



THE SOULS OF BOOKS. 



Sit here and muse ! — it is an antique room — 
High-roof d, with casements, thro' whose purple pane 
Unwilling Daylight steals amidst the gloom. 
Shy as a fearful stranger. 

There they reign, 
(In loftier pomp than waking life had known,) 
The Kings of Thought ! — not crowned until the grave. 
When Agamemnon sinks into the tomb. 
The beggar Homer mounts the Monarch's throne ! 
Te ever-living and imperial Souls, 
Who rule us from the page in which ye breathe. 
All that divide us from the dod ye gave ! — 
Law — Order — Love — ^Intelligence — the Sense 
Of Beauty — ^Music and the Minstrel's wreath 1 — 
Wliat were our wanderings if without your goals ? 
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As air and light, the glory ye dispense. 

Becomes our being — who of us can tell 

What he had been, had Cadmus never taught 

The art that fixes into form the thought — 

Had Plato never spoken from his cell. 

Or his high harp blind Homer never strung ?t- 

Kinder all earth hath grown since genial Shakspeare sung ! 

n. 
Hark I while we mttse, without the walls is heard 
The various murmur of the labouring crowd. 
How still, within those archive-cells interred. 
The Calm Ones reign ! — ^and yet they rouse the loud 
Passions and tumults of the circling world ! 
From them, how many a youthful Tully caught 
The zest and ardour of the eager Bar; 
Prom them, how many a young Ambition sought 
Gay meteors glancing o'er the sands afar — 
By them each restless wing has been unfurled. 
And their ghosts urge each rival's rushing car ! 
They made yon Preacher zealous for the truth; 
They made yon Poet wistful for the star; 
Gave Age its pastime — ^fired the cheek of Youth — 
The unseen sires of all our beings are, — 

m. 
And now so still ! This, Cicero, is thy heart ; 
I hear it beating thro' each purple line. 
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This is thyself, Anacreon — ^yet, thou art 

Wreath'd, as in Athens, with the Gnidian vine. 

I ope thy pages, Milton, and, behold. 

Thy spirit meets me in the haunted ground ! — 

Sublime and eloquent, as while, of old, 

" It flamed and sparkled in its crystal bound; '' * 

These are yourselves — ^your life of life I The Wise, 

(Minstrel or Sage,) cmt of their books are clay; 

But in their books, as from their graves, they rise. 

Angels — that, side by side, upon our way. 

Walk with and warn us ! 

Hark 1 the world so loud. 
And they, the movers of the world, so still I 

What gives this beauty to the grave ? the shroud 
Scarce wraps the Poet, than at once there cease 
Envy and Hate ! " Nine cities claim him dead. 
Thro' which the living Homer begg'd his bread ! " 
And what the charm that can such health distil 
From withered leaves— oft poisons in their bloom ? 
We call some books immoral ! Do they live ? 
If so, believe me, time hath made them pure. 
In Books, the veriest wicked rest in peace — 
God wills that nothing evil should endure; 
The grosser parts fly off and leave the whole, 
As the dust leaves the disembodied soul ! 
Come from thy niche, Lucretius I Thou didst give 
Man the black creed of Nothing in the tomb ! 

* "Oomus." 
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Well, when we read thee, does the dogma taint ? 

No ; with a listless eye we pass it o'er, 

And linger only on the hues that paint 

The Poet's spirit lovelier than his lore. 

None learn from thee to cavil with their God ; 

None commune with thy genius to depart 

Without a loftier instinct of the heart. 

Thou mak'st no Atheist — ^thou but mak'st the mind 

Bicher in gifts which Atheists best confute — 

Fancy and Thought ! 'Tis these that from the sod. 

Lift us ! The life which soars above the brute 

Ever and mightiest, breathes from a great Poet's lute ! 

Lo ! that grim Merriment of Hatred; * — born 

Of him, — the Master-Mocker of Mankind, 

Beside the grin of whose malignant spleen, 

Voltaire's gay sarcasm seems a smile serene, — 

Do we not place it in our children's hands. 

Leading young Hope through Lemuel's fabled lands ?- 

God's and man's libel in that foul yahoo ! — 

Well, and what mischief can the libel do ? 

impotence of Genius to belie 

Its glorious task — its mission from the sky ! 

Swift wrote this book to wreak a ribald scorn 

On aught the Man should love or Priest should moum- 

And lo ! the book, from all its ends beguil'd, 

A harmless wonder to some happy child ! 

♦ " Gulliver's Travels." 
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IV. 

All books grow homilies by time ; they are 
Temples, at once, and Landmarks. In them, we 
Who but for them, upon that inch of ground 
We call " The Present,^' from the cell could see 
No daylight trembling on the dungeon bar ; 
Turn, as we list, the globe's great axle round. 
Traverse all space, and number every star. 
And feel the Near less household than the Far ! 
There is no Past, so long as Books shall live ! 
A disinterred Pompeii wakes again 
For him who seeks yon well ; lost cities give 
Up their untarnished wonders, and the reign 
Of Jove revives and Saturn : — At our will 
Rise dome and tower on Delphi's sacred hill ; 
Bloom Cimon's trees in Academe ; * — along 
Leucadia's headland, sighs the Lesbian's song; 
With Egypt's Queen once more we sail the Nile, 
And learn how worlds are bartered for a smile; — 
Eise up, ye walls, with gardens blooming o'er. 
Ope but that page — ^lo, Babylon once more ! 

V. 

Ye make the Past our heritage and home ; 
And is this all ? No ; by each prophet-sage — 
No ; by the herald souls that Greece and Rome 
Sent forth, like hymns, to greet the Morning Star 

• "PlutinVitCim." 
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That rose on Bethlehem — ^by thy golden page 
Melodious Plato — ^by thy solemn dreams. 
World-wearied Tully ! — and, above ye all. 
By THIS, the Everlasting Monument 
Of God to mortals, on whose front the beams 
Mash glory-breathing day— our lights ye are 
To the dark Bourne beyond; in you are sent 
The types of Truths whose life is The To-come; 
In you soars up the Adam from the fall ; 
In you the Future as the Past is given — 
Ev'n in our death ye bid us hail our birth ; — 
Unfold these pages, and behold the Heaven, 
Without one grave-stone left upon the Earth ? 
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Led by the Graces, thro' a Court he moved, 
''^ All men revered him, and all women loved'' * — 
Happier than Paris, when to Aim ttiere came 
The three Celestials — Learning, Love, and Fame, 
He found the art to soothe them all, and see 
The Golden Apple shared amidst the Three. 
Tet he, this man, for whom the world assumed 
Each rose that in Grargettian t gardens bloom'd. 
Left to mankind a legacy of all 
That from Earth's sweetness can extract a gall. 
With him, indeed, poor Love is but a name — 
Virtue a mask — Beneficence a game. 
The Eternal Egotist, the Human Soul, 
Sees but in Self the starting-post and goal. 
Nipp'd in the frost of that cold, glittering air. 
High thoughts are dwarf'd, and youth's warm dreams 
despair I 

* '* The men respect you, and the women love you." — Such was the subtle 
compliment paid by Prior to one equally ambitious of either distinction ; 
viz. Heniy St. John, Lord Bollngbroke. i Epicurean. 
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He lived in luxury, and he died in peace. 
And saints in powder wept at his decease ! 
Man loves this sparkling satire on himself; — 
Gaze round — see Rochefoucauld on every shelf ! 

Look on the other ; — Penury made him sour. 
His learned youth the hireling slave of power ; 
His Manhood cast amidst the stormiest time, 
A hideous stage, half frenzy and all crime ; — 
Upon the Dungeon^s floor of stone he died. 
With Life's last Friend, his Horace, by his side ! 
Yet he — ^this Sage — who found the world so base. 
Left what ? — His " Progress of the Human Race,'^ 
A golden dream of man without a sin ; 
All virtue round him and all peace within ! 
Man does not love such portraits of himself. 
And thrusts the unwelcome Flatterer from the shelf. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



JEALOUSY AND AET. 

If bright Apollo be the type of Art, 
So is fla/d Marsyas that of Jealousy : 
With the bare fibres which for ever smart 
Under the sunbeams that rejoice the sky. 
Had Marsyas ask'd not with the god to vie. 
The god had praised the cunning of his flute. 
Thou stealest half Apollo's melody 
Tune but thy reed in concert with his lute. 
Each should enrich the other— each enhance 
By his own gift the common Beautiful : 
That every colour more may charm the glance. 
All varying flowers the garland-weavers cull; 
Adorned by Contrast, Art no rival knows, — 
The violet steals not perfume from the rose. 



VOL. in. 
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THE MASTER TO THE SCHOLAE. 

Write for the pedant Pew, the vein shall grow 
Cold at its source and meagre in its flow; 
But for the vulgar Many wouldst thou write. 
How coarse the passion, and the thought how trite ! 
" Nor Few, nor Many — ^riddles from thee fall ? *^ 
Author, as Nature smiles — so write; — for All ! 
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Taste is to sense, as Charity to soul, 

A bias less to censure than to praise ; 
A quick perception of the arduous whole. 

Where the dull eye some careless flaw surveys. 
Every true critic — ^from the Stagirite 

To Schlegel and to Addison — hath won 
His fame by serving a reflected light. 

And clearing vapour from a clouded sun. 
Who envies him whose microscopic eyes 

See but the canker in the glorious rose ? 
Not much I ween the Zoilus we prize. 

Though even Homer may at moments doze. 
Praise not to me the sharp sarcastic sneer. 

Mocking the Fane which Genius builds to TRme. 
High works are Sabbaths to the Soul I Eevere 

Ev'n some rare discord in the solemn chime. 
When on the gaze the Venus dawns divine. 

The Cobbler comes the slipper to condemn ; 
The Slave alone descends into the mine 

To work the dross — ^the Monarch wears the gem. 

n2 
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Talent convinces — Genius but excites ; 

This tasks the reason, that the soul delights. 

Talent from sober judgment takes its birth. 

And reconciles the pinion to the earibh ; 

Genius unsettles with desires the mind. 

Contented not till earth be left behind; 

Talent, the sunshine on a cultured soil ; 

Bipens the fruit, by slow degrees, for toil ; 

Genius, the sudden Iris of the skies. 

On cloud itseK reflects its wondrous dies : 

And, to the earth, in tears and glory, given. 

Clasps in its airy arch the pomp of Heaven ! 

Talent gives aU that vulgar critics need — 

And frames a horn-book for the Dull to read ; 

Genius, the Pythian of the Beautiful, 

Leaves its large truths a riddle to the DuU — 

Erom eyes profane a veil the Isis screens. 

And fools on fools still ask — ^ what Hamlet means ? ' 
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If in less stately mould thy thoughts were cast 

Than thy twin Masters of the Grecian stage. 
Lone, 'mid the loftier wonders of the Past, 

Thou stand'st — more household to the Modem Age ; — 
Thou marFst that change in Manners when the frown 

Of the vast Titans vanished from the earth. 
When a more soft Philosophy stole down 

!Prom the dark heavens to man's familiar hearth. 
With thee, came Love and Woman's influence o'er 

Her sterner Lord ; and Poesy, till then 
A Sculpture, warm'd to Painting;* what before 

Qlass'd but the dim-seen Gods, grew now to men 
Clear mirrors, and the Passions took their place. 

Where a serene if solemn Awe had made 
The Scene a Temple to the elder race : 

* The celebrated comparison between Sculpture and the Antient Fainting 
and tlie Modem Dramatic Poetry, is not applicable to Euripides, who has a 
warmth and colour of passion which few, indeed, of the modems have sur- 
passed, and from which most of the modem writers have mediately, if not 
directly, borrowed their most animated conceptioncu 
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The struggles of Humanity became 

Not those of Titan with a God, nor those 
Of the great Heart with that unbodied Name 

By which our ignorance would explain our woes 
And justify the Heavens, — relentless Fate ; — 

But, truer to the human life, thine art 
Made thought with thought and will with will debate. 

And placed the God and Titan in the Heart ; 
Thy Phaedra, and thy pale Medea were 

The birth of that more subtle wisdom, which 
Dawned in the world with Socrates, to bear 

Its last most precious offspring in the rich 
And genial soul of Shakspeare. And for this 

Wit blamed thee living. Dullness taunts thee dead.* 
And yet the Pythian did not speak amiss 

When in thy verse the latent truths she read. 
And hailed thee wiser than thy tribe.t Of thee 

All genius in our softer times hath been 
The grateful echo ; and thy soul we see 

Still through our tears — upon the later Scene. 

* Among the taunting accusationfl wbich AriBtoplisaies, in his Comedy of 
the Progs, lavishes upon Euripides, through the medium of ^schylus, » that 
of having introduced female love upon the stage I v-'SBschylus, indeed, is made 
very inconsistently, considering his Cljrtemnestra, (Ran : 1. 1042) to declare 
that he does not know that he ever represented a single woman in love. At a 
previous period of the comedy, Euripides is also ridiculed, through a boast 
ironically assigned to his own lips, for having debased Tragedy, by tlie 
introduction of domestic interest — (household things, cittiia ir^ayfutrtb.) Upon 
these and similar chaiges have later critios, partly in Bngland, aspeciaDy in 
Germany, sought by duller diatribes to perpetuate a spirit of depreciation 
against the only antient tragic poet who has vitally influenced the later stage. 
The true merit of Euripides is seen in the veiy ridicule of Aristophanes. 

t *' Wise Sophocles, wiser Euripides, wisest of all, Socrates,** was the -miSL- 
known deoision of the I>elphian Oiade. Yet the wisdom of Euripides was not 
in the philoafppfaical sentences with which he often mars the true phSeeopky 
of the drama. His wisdom is .his pathos. 
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Doth the Italian, for his frigid thought 

Steal but a natural pathos, — ^h,ath the Gaul 
To mimes that ape the form of heroes taught 

One step that reels not underneath the pall 
Of the dark Muse — this praise we give, nor more. 
They just remind us — thou hast lived before ! 
But that which made thee wiser than the Schools 

Was the long sadness of a much- wronged life ; 
The sneer of satire, and the gibe of fools. 

The broken hearth-gods, and the perjured wife. 
Por Sorrow is the Messenger between 

The Poet and Men's bosoms : — Genius can 
Pill with unsympathising Gods the Scene, 

But Grief alone can teach us what is Man ! 
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THE BONES OF RAPHAEL. 

When the aaihor was in Borne, in the year 1833, the bones of Raphael 
were discovered, and laid for several days in state in one of the 
churches. 



Wave upon wave, the human ocean stream^ 
Along the chancel of the solemn pile; 
And, with a softer day, the tapers beamM 
Upon the Bier within the vaulted aisle : — 
And, mingled with the crowd, I halted there. 
And ask'd a Eoman scholar by my side, — 
What sainted dust invoked the common prayer ? 
" Stranger ! " the man, as in disdain, replied, 
^' Nine days already hath the Disinterred 
Been given again to mortal eye, and all 
The Great of Some, the Conclave and the Pope, 
Have flock'd to grace the second funeral 
Of him whose soul, until it fled, like Hope, 
Gave Beauty to the World : — But haply thou, 
A dweller of the North, hast never heard 
Of one who, if no saint in waking life. 
Communed in dreams with angels, and transferred 
The Heaven in which we trust his soul is now 
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To the mute canvass. — Underneath that pall 
Bepose the bones of Raphael ! '' — 

Not a word 
I answered, but in awe I drew more near. 
And saw the crowd toil on in busy strife. 
Eager which first should touch the holy bier ; 
I ask'd a boor more earnest than the rest, 
" Whose bones are these ? " 

'^ I know not what his name ; 
But, since the Pope and Conclave have been here. 
Doubtless a famous Saint ! " — 

The Boor expressed 
The very thought the wandering stranger guessM. 
Which wiser, he, the Scholar, who had sneer'd 
To hear the Stranger canonize the Dead; 
Or they, the Boor, the Stranger, who revered 
The Saint, where he the Artist ? — Answer, Tame, 
Whose Saints are not the Calendar's ! Perchance 
Tasso and Raphael, age to age, have given 
The earth a lustre more direct from Heaven 
Than San Gennaro, or thy Dennis, France 
Or English George ! — Read History.* — 

•When the crowd 
Were gone, I slipped some coins into the hand 
Of a grave-visaged Priest, who took his stand 

* Gibbcn, after a XMwerftil aketch of the fraud, the oormption, and the 
▼ioea of George the Cappadocian, thus concludes — " The odious stranger, 
disguising erery circumstance of time and place, assumed the mask of a 
maxtyr, a saints and a Christian hero; and the infeonous Geoige of 
Cappadocia has been transformed into the renowned St. Geoige of 
England, the patron of arms, of chivabry, and the garter." — Oibbon'i 
DeetMM amd FaUf yoL Iy., c. xziii. 
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Beside the Bier^ and bade him lift the shroud ; 

And there I paused^ and gazed upon the all 

The Worm had spared to Raphael. — He had died, 

As sang the Alfieri of our land. 

In the embrace of Beauty *— beautifiil 

Himself as Cynthia's lover ! — ^That, the skull 

Once pillowed on soft bosoms, which still rise 

With passionate life, in canvass ; — in the void, 

Of those blank sockets shone the starry eyes. 

That, Hie the stars, found home in heaven I The pall 

With its dark hues, gave forth, in gleaming white. 

The delicate bones ; for stiU an undestro/d 

Beauty, amidst decay, appear'd to dwell 

About the mournful relics ; and the light. 

In crownlike halo, lovingly did fall 

On the broad brow, — the hushM and ruinM cell 

Of the old Art — ^Nature's sweet Oracle ! 

Believe or not, no horror seem'd to wrap 

What has most horror for our life — ^the Dead : 

The sleep slept soft, as in a mother's lap. 

As if the Genius of the Grecian Death, 

That with a kiss inhaled the parting breath, 

That, wing'd for Heaven, stood by the chamel porch. 

Lowering, with looks of love, the' eittingidsh'd torch, 

Had taken watch beside the narrow bed ; 

And from the wrecks of the beloved clay 

Had scared, with guardian eyes, each ghastlier shape away ! 

* " Italian Beau<7 1 didst thou not inspira 

Baphaol, who died in thgr embraoe t "-^Btxcoi. 
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Come, Moralist, with truths of tritest worth. 

And tell us how "to this complexion'' all 

That beautify the melancholy earth 

" Must come at last ! '' The little and the low. 

The mob of common men, rejoice to know 

How the grave levels with themselves the great : 

For something in the envy of the small 

Still loves the vast Democracy of Death I 

But flatter not yourselves — in death the fate 

Of Genius stiU divides itself from yours : 

Yea, ev'n upon the earth I For Genius lives 

Not in your life — ^it does not breathe your breath. 

It does not share your chamels ; — but ensures 

In death itseK the life that life survives ! 

Genius to you what most you value gave, 

The noisy foruln and the glittering mart. 

The solid goods and mammon of the world. 

In these your life— and these with life depart ! 

Grudge not what Genius to itself shall claim — 

A life that lived but in the dreams of Art, 

A world whose sunshine was the smile from Fame. 

These die not. Moralist, when all are hurl'd^ 

Fasces and sceptre, in the common grave : — 

Genius, m life or death, is still the same — 

Death but makes deatiikas what Life ask'd — thb Nahe. 
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A DIALOGUE. 
THE ATHEiriAN. 

Steen Prisoner in thy rites of old 

To Learning blind, to Beauty cold, — 

Never for thee, with garlands crowned. 

The lyre and myrtle circle round ; 

Dull to the Lesbian rub/s froth. 

Thou revellest in thy verjuice broth. 

With Phidian art our temples shine. 

Like mansions meet for gods divine ; 

Thou think'st thy gods despise such toys. 

And shrines are made — for scourging boys ; 

As triflers, thou canst only see 

The Drama^s Kings — our glorious Three. 

No Plato fires your youth to thinking. 

Tour nobler school,r— in Helots drinking ! 

Contented as your sires before — 

The Little makes ye loathe The More. 

We, ever pushing forward, still 

Take power, where powerless, from the will; 
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Wcj ever straining at the All, 

With hands that grasp when feet may fall,* — 

Earth, ocean, — ^near and far, — we roam. 

Where Fame, where Fortune, — ^there a home ! 

You hold all progress degradation. 

Improvement but degeneration. 

And only wear your scarlet coat 

When seK-defence must cut a throat. 

Yet ev'n in war, your only calling, 

A snail would beat your best at crawling ; 

We slew the Mede at Marathon, 

While you were gazing at the moon ! t 

Pshaw, man, lay by these antique graces. 

True wisdom hates such solemn faces ! 

Spartans, if only livelier fellows. 

Would make ev^n us a little jealous ! 



THE SPARTAN (colmly). 

Friend, Spartans when they need improvement 
Take models not from endless movement, 
We found our sires the lords of Greece ; — 
Ask'd why ? tliis answer — " Laws and Peace/' 
Enough for us to hold our own ; 
Who grasps at shadows risks the bone. 
You're ever up, and ever down, — 
There's something fix'd in True Eenown. 

* Thucyd, lib. 1, c. 68—71. (The Speech of the Corinthians.) 
t Hen)d.» Ub. 6, c. 120. 
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The New has charms for men^ Fm told ; 
Granted^-*bat all our gods are old. 
Better to imitate a god 
Than shift like men. 



THE ATHIKIAN (impatiently). 

You are so odd ! 
There is no sense in these laconics. 
Ho, Dromio ! bring my last Platonics. 
This mode of arguing, though emphatic. 
Is quite eclipsed by the Socratic. 



Friend — 



You have said. Now listen ! Peace ! 



SFABTAir. 

Friend— 

▲THE2riAN. 

Gods ! his tongue will never cease ! 
I teU you^ man is made for walking. 
Not standing still. 

8FABTAN. 

My friend — 
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ATHENIAN. 

And talking ! 
Forward's my motto — ^life and motion ! 

BFABTAN. 

Mine be the Eock, as thine the Ocean. 



Discuss^ ye symbols of the twain 

Great Creeds — the Steadfast and Improving ;. 
The one shall rot that would remain. 

The one wear out in moving ! 
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PHILANTHEOPIST AND THE MISANTHROPE. 

A DIALOGUE. 
THE PHILANTHEOPIST. 

Yes, thou mayst sneer, but still I own 
A love that spreads from zone to zone : 
No time the sacred fire can smother ! 
Where breathes the man, I hail the brother. 
Man ! how sublime, — from Heaven his birth — 
The God^s bright Image walks the earth ! 
And if, at times, his footstep strays, 
I pity where I may not praise. 

THE MISANTHROPE. 

Thou lov'st mankind. Pray tell me, then. 
What history best excuses men ? 
Long wars for slight pretences made. 
See murder but a glorious trade ; 
Each landmark from the savage state. 
Doth virtue or a vice create ? 
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Do ships speed plenty o'er the main ? — 
What swells the sail ? The lust of gain ! 
What makes a law where laws were not ? 
Strength's wish to keep what Strength has got ! 
If rise a Few — ^the true Sublime, 
Who lend the light of Heaven to Time, 
What the return the Many make ? 
The poison'd bowl ! the fiery stake ! 
Thou lov'st mankind, — come tell me, then, 
Lov'st thou the past career of men ? 

THE PHILANTHROPIST. 

Nay, little should I love mankind. 

If their dark Past my praise could find, 

It is because — 

THE MISANTHROPE. 

A moment hold ! 
Enough gone times ; our own behold ! 
What lessons doth a past of woe 
And crime upon our age bestow ? 
How few amongst the tribes of earth 

Are rescued from the primal wild ; 
What countless lands the oceans girth. 

By savage 'rites and gore defilM ! 
Afric' — a mart of human flesh; 

Asia — a satrapy of slaves ! 
And yonder tracts from Nature fresh. 

Worn empires fiU with knaves ? 

VOL. III. X 
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Are men at home more good and wise ? 

My friend, thou readst the daily papers ; 
Perchance, thou see'st but laughing skies, 

Where I but mists and vapours. 
But much the same seems each disease. 
What most improved ? The doctor's fees ! 
The Law can still oppress the Weak, 
The Proud still march before the Meek. 
Still crabbed Age and heedless Youth; 
Still Power perplexed, asks ''What is Truth? '' 
To no result our squabbles come : 
To some what's best is worst to some. 
The few the cake amongst them carve. 
And labourers sweat and poets starve ; 
And Envy still on Genius feeds. 
And not one modest man succeeds. 
All much the same for prince and peasant — 
Tve done. — How dost thou love the Present ? 



THE PHILANTHROPIST. 

^Tis not man's Present or man's Past; 
Beyond, man's friend his eye must cast. 
Must see him break each galling fetter ; 
To gain the best, desire the better — 
Prom Discontent itself we borrow 
The glorious yearnings for the morrow ; 
Science and Truth like waves advance 
Upon the antique Ignorance. 
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THE MISANTHBOFE. 

Like waves — the image not amiss ! 
They gain on that side — ^lose on this ; 
Pleased, after fifty ages, if 
They gulp at last an inch of clifiF. 

THE PHILANTHROPIST. 

You really cannot think by satire, 
To mine the truths you cannot batter ; 
Man^s destinies are brightening slowly, 
With them entwined each thought most holy. 
What tho' the Past my horror moves, 

No Eden tho' the Present seems. 
Who loves Mankind, their Future loves. 

And trusts, and lives — 

THE MISANTHBOPE. 

In dreams ! 

WISDOM. 

In both extremes there seems convey^, 

A truth to own, and yet deny ; 
But what between the extremes has made 

The master-diflFerence ? 

HOPE. 

I!— 

What wert thou. Wisdom, but for me ? 
Tho^ thou the Past, the Present see, 

z2 
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Thro' ME alone, the eye can mark 
The Future dawning on the dark. 
I plant the tree, and till the soil; 
I show the fruit,— where thou the toil; 
Where thou despondest, I aspire — 
Thine sad Content, mine bright Desire. 
Under my earthlier name of Hope, 

The love to things unborn is given, 
But call me Faith — behold I ope 

The flaming gates of Heaven ! 
Take me from Man, and Man is both 

The Dastard and the Slave ; 
And Love is lust, and Peace a sloth. 

And all the Earth a Grave ! 
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ARGUMENT. 

Section I. 
The Ideal World— Its realm is everywhere around us — ^Its inhabitants 
are the immortal personifications of all beautiM thoughts— To that World 
we attain by the repose of the senses. 

Section II. 

Our dreams belong to the Ideal— The diviner love for which youth 
sighs, not attainable in life — But the pursuit of that love, beyond the wcn-ld 
of the senses, purifies the soul, and awakes the Genius — Instances in 
Petrarch— Dante. 

Section III. 

Genius, lifting its life to the Ideal, becomes itself a pure idear— It must 
comprehend all existence : all human sins and sufferings — But, in compre- 
hending, it transmutes them— The Poet in his twofold being— The actual 
and the idesil — ^The influence of Genius over the sternest realities of earth 
— Over our passions— wars and superstitions — ^Its identity is with human 
progress — Its agency, even where imacknowledged, is imiversal. 

Section IV. 
Forgiveness to the errors of our bene&ctors. 

Section V. 
The Ideal is not confined to Poets— Algernon Sidney recognises his Ideal 
in liberty, and believes in its triumph where the mere practical man could 
behold but its ruins — ^Tet liberty in this world must ever be an Ideal, and 
the land that it promises can be found but in death. 

Section VI. 
Yet all have two escapes into the Ideal World ; viz. Memory and Hope — 
Example of Hope in youth, however excluded from action and desire — 
Napoleon's son. 

Section VII. 

Example of Memory as leading to the Ideal— Amidst life however 
humble, and in a mind however ignorant— the village widow. 

Section VIII. 
Hence in Hope, Memory, and Prayer, aU of us are Poets. 
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Around 'this visible diurnal sphere/ 

There floats a world that girds us like the space ; 
On wandering clouds and gliding beams career 

Its ever-moving, murmurous Populace. 
There, aU the lovelier thoughts conceived below. 

Ascending live, and in celestial shapes. 
To that bright World, Mortal, wouldst thou go ?- 

Bind but thy senses, and thy soul escapes : 
To care, to sin, to passion close thine eyes ; 
Sleep in the flesh, and see the Dreamland rise I 
Hark, to the gush of golden waterfalls. 
Or knightly tromps at Archimagian walls ! 
In the green hush of Dorian Valleys mark 

The Eiver Maid her amber tresses knitting; — 
When glow-worms twinkle under coverts dark. 

And silver clouds o^er summer stars are flitting, 
With jocund elves invade " the Moone^s sphere, 
'^ Or hang a pearl in every cowslip^s ear/^ * 

• Hldsummei^s Night Dream. 
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Or, list! what time the roseate urns of dawn 
Scatter fresh dews^ and the first skylark weaves 

Joy into song — the blithe Arcadian Faun 

Piping to wood-nymphs under Bromian leaves. 

While, slowly gleaming thro' the purple glade. 

Come Evian's panther car, and the pale Naxian Maid. 

Such, Ideal World, thy habitants ! 

All the fair children of creative creeds — 
All the lost tribes of Phantasy are thine — 
From antique Saturn in Dodonian haunts. 

Or Pan^s first music waked from shepherd reeds. 
To the last sprite when heaven's pale lamps decline. 
Heard wailing soft along the solemn Bhine. 



11. 

Thine are the Dreams that pass the Ivory Gates, 

With prophet shadows haunting poet eyes ! 
Thine the beloved illusions youth creates 

From the dim haze of its own happy skies* 
In vain we pine — we yearn on earth to win 

The being of the heart, our boyhood's dream. 
The Psyche and the Eros ne'er have been. 

Save in Olympus, wedded ! — As a stream 
Glasses a star, so life the ideal love ; 
Eesdess the stream below — serene the orb above ! 
Ever the soul the senses shall deceive ; 
Here custom chill, there kinder fate bereave : 
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For mortal lips unmeet eternal vows ! 

And Eden-flowers for Adam^s mournful brows! 

We seek to make the moment^s angel-guest 

The household dweller at a human hearth; 
We chase the bird of Paradise, whose nest 

Was never found amid the bowers of earth.* 
Tet loftier joys the vain pursuit may bring. 

Than sate the senses^with the boons of time ; 
The bird of Heaven hath still an upward wing. 

The steps it lures are still the steps that climb. 
And in the ascent, altho' the soil be bare. 
More clear the daylight and more pure the' air. 
Let Petrarch^s heart the human mistress lose. 
He mourns the Laura, but to win the Muse : 
Could all the charms which Georgian maids combine 
Delight the soul of the dark Florentine, 
Like one chaste dream of childlike Beatrice 
Awaiting Hellas stem pilgrim in the skies, 
Snatched from below to be the guide above. 
And clothe Keligion iu the form of Love ? t 



III. 

0, thou true Lds! sporting on thy bow 
Of tears and smiles — Jove's herald. Poetry! 

* According to a belief in the East, which is associated with one of the 
loveliest and most familiar of Oriental superstitions, tte bird of BuBdiae 
is never seen to rest upon the earth— and its nest is never to be found. 

t It is supposed by many of the commentatoni on Dante, that in the 
form of his lost Beatrice, who guides him in his Vision of Heaven, the poet 
allegorises Religious Faith. 
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Thou reflex image of all joy and woe — 

Both fused in light by thy dear phantasy ! 
Lo! from the clay how Genius lifts its life, 

And grows one pure Idea — one calm soul I 
True, its own clearness must reflect our strife; 

True, its completeness must comprise our whole: 
But as the sun transmutes the suUen hues 

Of marsh-grown vapours into vermeil dyes. 
And melts them later into twilight dews. 

Shedding on flowers the baptism of the skies ; 
So glows the Ideal in the air we breatlie — 

So from the fumes of sorrow and of sin, 
Doth its warm light in rosy colours wreathe 

Its playful cloudland, storing balms within. 

Survey the Poet in his mortal mould 

Man amongst men, descended from his throne ! 
The moth that chased the star now frets the fold. 

Our cares, our faults, our follies are his own. 
Passions as idle, and desires as vain. 
Vex the wild heart, and dupe the erring brain. 
Prom Freedom's field the recreant Horace flies 
To kiss the hand by which his country dies ; 
Prom Mary's grave the mighty Peasant turns, 
And hoarse with orgies rings the laugh of Bums. 
While Eousseau's lips a lackey's vices own, — 
Lips that could draw the thunder on a throne! 
But when, from Life the Actual, Genius springs. 
When, self-transform'd by its own magic rod, 
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It snaps the fetters and expands the wings. 
And drops the fleshly garb that veiled the god, 

How the mists vanish as the form ascends! — 

How in its aureole every sunbeam blends! 

By the Arch-Brightener of Creation seen. 
How dim the crowns on perishable brows ! 

The snows of Atlas melt beneath the sheen. 

Thro' Thebaid caves the rushing splendour flows. 

Cimmerian glooms with Asian beams are bright, 

And Earth reposes in a belt of light. 

Now stem as Vengeance shines the awful form, 

Arm^d with the bolt and glowing thro^ the storm ; 

Sets the great deeps of human passion free. 

And whelms the bulwarks that would breast the sea. 

Roused by its voice the ghastly Wars arise. 

Mars reddens earth, the Valkyrs pale the skies ; 

Dim Superstition from her heU escapes, 

With all her shadowy brood of monster shapes ; 

Here Life itself the scowl of Typhon* takes ; 

There Conscience shudders at Alecto^s snakes ; 

From Gothic graves at midnight yawning wide. 

In gory cerements gibbering spectres glide ; 

And where o^er blasted heaths the lightnings flame. 

Black secret hags '' do deeds without a name 1 '^ 

Tet thro^ its direst agencies of awe. 

Light marks its presence and pervades its law, 

* The gloomy Typhon of Egypt assumes many of the mystic attributes 
of the Principle of Life which, in the Grecian Apotheosis of the Indian 
Bacchus, is represented in so genial a character of exuberant joy and ever* 
lasting youth. 
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And, like Orion when the storms are loud, 

It links creation while it gilds a cloud. 

By ruthless Thor, free Thought, frank Honour stand, 

fame's grand desire, and zeal for Fatherland ; 

The grim Religion of Barbarian Fear, 

With some Hereafter still connects the Here, 

Lifts the gross sense to some spiritual source. 

And thrones some Jove above the Titan Force, 

Till, love completing what in awe began. 

From the rude savage dawns the thoughtful man. 

Then, behold the glorious Comforter ! 

Still brightening worlds, but gladdening now the hearth. 
Or like the lustre of our nearest star. 

Fused in the common atmosphere of earth. 
It sports like hope upon the captive's chain ; 
Descends in dreams upon the couch of pain ; 
To wonder's realm allures the earnest child ; 
To the chaste love refines the instinct wild ; 
And as in waters the reflected beam. 
Still where we turn, glides with us up the stream ; 
And while in truth the whole expanse is bright. 
Yields to each eye its own fond path of light. 
So over life the rays of Genius fall, — 
Give each his track because illuming all. 
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IV. 



Hence is that secret pardon we bestow 

In the true instinct of the grateful heart. 
Upon the Sons of Song. The good they do 

In the clear world of their Uranian art 
Endures for ever ; while the evil done 

In the poor drama of their mortal scene. 
Is but a passing cloud before the sun ; 

Space hath no record where the mist hath been. 
Boots it to us, if Shakspeare errM like man ? 

Why idly question that most mystic life ? 
Eno' the giver in his gifts to scan ; 

To bless the sheaves with which thy fields are rife, 
Nor, blundering, guess thro^ what obstructive clay 
The glorious corn-seed struggled up to day. 



But not to yon alone, Sons of Song, 
The wings that float the loftier airs along. 
Whoever lifts us from the dust we are. 

Beyond the sensual to spiritual goals ; 
Who from the Moment and the Self afar 

By deathless deeds allures reluctant souls. 
Gives the warm life to what the Limner draws, 
Plato but thought what godlike Cato was.* 

• "What Plato thought, and godlike Cato waa"— Pope. 
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Eecal the wars of England's giant-born. 

Is Elyot's voice — ^is Hampden's death in vain ? 
Have all the meteors of the vernal morn 
But wasted light upon a frozen main ? 
Where is that child of Carnage, Freedom, flown ? 
The Sybarite lolls upon the Martyr's throne. 
Lewd, ribald jests succeed to solemn zeal ; 
And things of silk to Cromwell's men of steel. 
Cold are the hosts the tromps of Ireton thrill'd. 
And hush'd the senates Vane's large presence fill'd. 
In what strong heart doth the old manhood dwell ? 
Where art thou, Freedom ? — Look — ^in Sidney's cell ! 
There still as stately stands the living Truth, 
Smiling on age as it had smiled on youth. 
Her forts dismantled, and her shrines o'erthrown. 
The headsman's block her last dread altar-stone. 
No sanction left to Reason's vulgar hope — 
Far from the wrecks expands her prophet's scope. 
Millennial morns the tombs of Kedron gild, 
The hands of saints the glorious walls rebuild, — 
Till, each foundation garnish'd with its gem. 
High o'er Gehenna flames Jerusalem ! 

O thou blood-stain'd Ideal of the free. 

Whose breath is heard in clarions — Liberty ! 

Sublimer for thy grand illusions past. 

Thou spring' st to Heaven — Religion at the last. 

Alike below, or commonwealths, or thrones. 

Where'er men gather some crush'd victim groans; 
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Oiily in death thy real form we see. 
All life is bondage — souls alone are free. 
Thus thro' the waste the wandering Hebrews went, 
Fire on the inarch, but cloud upon the tent. 
At last on Pisgah see the prophet stand. 
Before his vision spreads the Promised Land ; 
But where revealed the Canaan to his eye ? — 
Upon the mountain he ascends to die. 



VI. 

Yet whatsoever be our bondage here. 
All have two portals to the Phantom sphere, — 
Who hath not glided thro' those gates that ope. 
Beyond the Hour, to Memory or to Hope ! 
Give Youth the Garden, — still it soars above — 
Seeks some far glory — some diviner love. 
Place Age amidst the Golgotha — its eyes 
Still quit the graves, to rest upon the skies ; 
And while the dust, unheeded, moulders there. 
Track some lost angel through cerulean air. 

Lo ! where the Austrian binds, with formal chain. 
The crownless son of earth's last Charlemain — 
Him, at whose birth laugh'd all the violet vales 

(While yet unfallen stood thy sovereign stat, 
O Lucifer of Nations) — hark, the gales 

Swell with the victor-shout from hosts, whose war 
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Bended the Alps, and crimsoned Mempluan Nile — 

''Way for the coming of the Conqueror's Son : 
Woe to the Merchant-Carthage of the Isle ! 

Woe to the Scythian Ice- world of the Don ! 
O Thunder Lord, thy Lemnian bolts prepare, 
The Eaglets eyrie hath its eagle heir ! '^ 
Hark, at that shout from north to south, grey Power 

Quails on its weak, hereditary thrones ; 
And widow' d mothers prophesy the hour 

Of future carnage to their cradled sons. 
What ! shall our race to blood be thus consigned. 
And At^ claim an heirloom in mankind ? 
Are these red lots unshaken in the urn ? 
Years pass — approach, pale Questioner — and learn : 
Chain'd to his rock, Mith brows that vainly frown. 
The fallen Titan sinks in darkness down ! 
And sadly gazing thro' his gilded grate. 
Behold the child whose birth was as a fate ! 
Far from the land in which his life began ; 
Waird from the healthful air of hardy man ; 
Eear'd by cold hearts, and watch'd by jealous eyes. 
His guardians jailors, and his comrades spies. 
Each trite convention courtly fears inspire 
To stint experience and to dwarf desire. 
Narrows the action to a puppet stage. 
And trains the eaglet to the starling's cage. 
On the dejected brow and smileless cheek. 
What weary thought the languid lines bespeak : 
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Till drop by drop, from jaded day to day. 
The sickly life-streams ooze themselves away. 
Yet oft in Hope a boundless realm was thine, 

That vaguest InlBjiite — the Dream of Fame ; 
Son of the sword that first made kings divine, 

Heir to man's grandest royalty — a Name ! 
Then didst thou burst upon the startled world. 

And keep the glorious promise of thy birth ; 
Then were the wings that bear the bolt unfurFd, 

A monarch's voice cried, " Place upon the Earth ! " 
A new Philippi gained a second Eome, 
And the Son's sword avenged the greater Ceesar's doom. 



VII. 

But turn the eye to life's sequester'd vale. 
And lowly roofs remote in hamlets green, 
Oft in my boyhood where the moss-grown pale 
Fenced quiet graves, a female form was seen ; 
Each eve she sought the melancholy ground. 
And lingering paused, and wistful look'd around ; 
K yet some footstep rustled thro' the grass, 
Timorous she shrunk, and watch'd the shadow pass. 
Then, when the spot lay lone amidst the gloom, 
Crept to one grave too humble for a tomb, 
There silent bow'd her face above the dead. 
For, if in prayer, the prayer was inly said ; 
Still as the moonbeam, paused her quiet shade. 
Still as the moonbeam, thro' the yews to fade. 
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Whose dust thus hallow'd by so fond a care ? 
What the grave saith not — ^let the heart declare. 

On yonder green two orphan children pla/d ; 
By yonder rill two plighted lovers stra/d. 
In yonder shrine two lives were blent in one, 
And joy-bells chimed beneath a ^mmer sun. 
Poor was their lot — ^their bread in labour found ; 
No parent blessM them, and no kindred ownM ; 
They smiled to hear the wise their choice condemn ; 
They loved — they loved — and love was wealth to them ! 
Hark — one short week — again the holy bell ! 
Still shone the sun, but dirge-like boomM the knell : 
And when for that sweet world she knew before 
Looked forth the bride, — she saw a grave the more. 
Full fifty years since then have passM away. 
Her cheek is furroVd, and her hair is grey. 
Yet, when she speaks of Mm, (the times are rare,) 
Hear in her voice how youth still trembles there ! 
The very name of that young life that died. 
Still heaves the bosom, and recals the bride. 
Lone o'er the widow's hearth those years have fled. 
The daily toil still wins the daily bread ; 
No books deck sorrow with fantastic dyes : 
Her fond romance her woman heart supplies ; 
And, to the sabbath of stiU moments given, 
(Day's taskwork done) — ^to memory, death, and heaven. 
There may — (let poets answer me I) belong 
Thoughts of such pathos as had beggar'd song. 
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vra. 



YeSj while thou hopest^ music fills the air ; 

While thou rememberest, life reclothes the clod; 
While thou canst feel the electric chain of prayer. 

Breathe but a thought, and be a soul with God I 
Let not these forms of matter bound thine eye. 

He who the vanishing point of Human things 
Lifte from the landscape — ^lost amidst the sky. 

Has found the Ideal which the poet sings — 
Has pierced the pall around the senses thrown. 
And is himself a poet — ^tho' unknown. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



EPIGRAPH. 

"COGITO— KBOO SUM." 

Self of myself, unto the fature age 
Pass, murmuring low whatever thine own has taught, 
" I think, and therefore am,'' — exclaimed the Sage, 
As now the Man, so henceforth be the page ; 
A life, because a thought. 

Through various seas, exploring shores unknown, 
A soul went forth, and here bequeaths its chart — 
Here Doubt retains the question, Grief the groan. 
And here may Faith still shine, as when she shone 
And saved a sinking heart. 

Prom the lost nectar-streams of golden youth, 
IVom rivers loud with Babel's madding throng, 
Prom wells whence Lore invokes reluctant Truth, 
And that blest pool the -wings of angels smoothe. 
Life fills mine urns of song. 
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Calmly to time I leave these images 
Of things experienced, suffered, felt, and seen ; 
TVuits shed or tempest-torn from changefol trees. 
Shells murmuring back the tides in distant seas — 
Signs where a Sonl has been. 

As for the form Thought takes — ^the rudest hill 
Echoes denied to gardens back may give; 
Life speaks in all the forms which Thought can fill ; 
K Thought once bom can perish not — ^here still 
I think, and therefore live ! 



END OF VOL. III. 
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